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COMMENDATORY    VERSES. 

EXTRACTFROM      A      POEM      WRITTEN 

BY  COURTNEY   MELMOTH,  ESQ^ 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    EMINENT    ENGLISH    POETS. 


THE    TEARS    OF    GENIUS. 


THE  village-bell  tolls  oat  the  note  of  death. 
And  through  the  echoing  air,  the  lengthening 
found. 
With  dreadful  paufe,  reverberating  deep ; 
Spreads  the  fad  tidings,  o'er  fair  Auburn's  vale. 
There,  to  enjoy  the  fcenes  her  bard  had  prais'd 
In  all  the  fweet  fimplicity  of  fong. 
Genius,  in  pilgrim  garb,  fequefter'd  fat. 
And  herded  jocund  with  the  harmlefs  fwains : 
But  when  flie  heard  the  fate-forboding  knelJ, 
VoL.LXX.  a  With 
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With  ftartled  ftep,  precipitate  and  fvvift. 

And  look  pathetic,  full  of  dire  prefage. 

The  church-way  walk,  befide  the  neighb'ring  green. 

Sorrowing  fhe  fought ;  and  there,  in  black  array. 

Borne  on  the  Ihoulders  of  the  fwains  he  lov'd. 

She  faw  the  boafl:  of  Auburn  mov'd  along. 

Touch'd  at  the  view,  her  penfive  breaft  fhe  ftruck. 

And  to  the  cyprefs,  which  incumbent  hangs 

With  leaning  Hope,  and  branch  irregular. 

O'er  the  mofs'd  pillars  of  the  facred  fane. 

The  briar-bound  graves  fnadowing  with  funeral  gloom. 

Forlorn  (he  hied ;  and  there  the  crowding  woe 

(Swell'd  by  the  parent)  prefs'd  on  bleeding  thought. 

Big  ran  the  drops  from  her  maternal  eye, 

Fali  broke  the  bofom-forrow  from  her  heart. 

And  pale  Diftrefs,  fat  fickly  on  her  cheek. 

As  thus  her  plaintive  Elegy  began. 

And  muft  my  children  all  expire  ? 
Shall  none  be  left  to  ftrike  the  lyre  ? 
Courts  Death  alone  a  learned  prize  ? 
Fails  his  fhafts  only  on  the  wife  ? 
Can  no  fit  marks  on  earth  be  found. 
From  ufelefs  thoufands  fwarming  round  ? 
What  crowding  cyphers  cram  the  land ! 
What  hoils  of  vidlims,  at  command ! 
Yet  (hall  th'  ingenious  drop  alone  ? 
Shall  Science  grace  the  tyrant's  throne  ? 
Thou  murd'rer  of  the  tuneful  train ! 
I  charge  thee,  with  my  children  flain ! 

Scarce 
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Scarce  has  the  fun  thrice  urg'd  his  annual  tour. 
Since  half  my  race  have  felt  thy  barbarous  pow*r; 

Sore  haft  thou  thinn'd  each  pleafmg  art. 
And  ftruck  a  mufe  with  every  dart : 

Bard,  after  bard,  obey'd  thy  flaughtering  call. 
Till  fcarce  a  poet  lives  to  fing  a  brother's  fall. 

Then  let  a  widow'd  mother  pay 
The  tribute  of  a  parting  lay. 

Tearful,  infcribe  the  monumental  ftrain. 
And  fpeak  aloud,  her  fe«lings,  and  her  pain  ! 

And  firft,  farewel  to  thee,  my  fon,  (he  cried. 
Thou  pride  of  Auburn's  dale — fweet  bard,  farewel. 

Long  for  thy  fake,  the  peafants  tear  (hall  flow. 
And  many  a  virgin-bofom  heave  with  woe. 
For  thee  (hall  forrow  fadden  all  the  fcene. 
And  every  paftime,  periih  on  the  green; 
The  fturdy  farmer  (hall  fufpend  his  tale. 
The  woodman's  ballad  (hall  no  more  regale. 
No  more  (hall  Mirth,  each  ruftic  fport  infpire. 
But  every  frolic,  every  feat  (hall  tire. 
No  more  the  evening  gambol  (hall  delight. 
Nor  moonfhine  revels  crown  the  vacant  night. 
But  groupes  of  villager  (each  joy  forgot) 
Shall  form,  a  fad  a(rembly  round  the  cot. 
Sweet  bard,  farewel — and  farewel,  Auburn's  blifs. 
The  ba(hful  lover,  and  the  yielded  kifs ; 
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The  evening  warble  Philomela  made. 
The  echoing  foreft,  and  the  whifpering  fhadc. 
The  winding  brook,  the  bleat  of  brute  content. 
And  the  blithe  voice  that  **  whiftled  as  it  went." 
Thefe  fhall  no  longer  charm  the  plowman's  care. 
But  fighs  fhall  fill,  the  paufes  of  defpair. 

Goldsmith  adieu!  the  "  book-learn'd  priefl"  for 
thee 
Shall  now  in  vain  poffefs  his  feftive  glee. 
The  oft-heard  jell  in  vain  he  fhall  reveal. 
For  now  alas,  the  jefl  he  cannot  feel. 
But  ruddy  damfels  o'er  thy  tomb  fhall  bend. 
And  confcious  weep  for  their  and  virtue's  friend : 
The  milk-maid  fhall  rejeft  the  fhepherd's  fong. 
And  ceafe  to  carel  as  fhe  toils  along  : 
All  Auburn  fhall  bewail  the  fatal  day. 
When  from  her  fields,  their  pride  was  fnatch'd  away; 
And  even  the  matron  of  the  crefTy  lake 
In  piteous  plight,  her  palfied  head  fhall  fhake. 
While  all  adown  the  furrows  of  her  face 
Slow  fhall  the  lingering  tears  each  other  trace. 

And,  Oh  my  child !  feverer  woes  remain. 
To  all  the  houfelefs,  and  unfhelter'd  train  : 
Thy  fate  fhall  fadden  many  an  humble  guefl. 
And  heap  frefh  anguifh  on  the  beggar's  breaft. 
For  dear  wert  thou  to  all  the  fons  of  pain ; 
To  all  that  wander,  forrow,  or  complain. 
Dear  to  the  learned,  to  the  fimple  dear. 
For  daily  bleffings  mark'd  thy  virtuous  year; 

The 
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The  rich  receiv'd  a  moral  from  thy  head. 
And  from  thy  heart  the  ftranger  found  a  bed. 
Diftrefs  came  always  fmiling  from  thy  door  ; 
For  God  had  made  thee  agent  to  the  poor ; 
Had  form'd  thy  feelings  on  the  nobleft  plan. 
To  grace  at  once,  the  poet,  and  the  man. 
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DARK   as   the  night,    which   now   in    dunncft 
robe, 
Afcends  her  zenith,  o'er  the  filent  globe  ; 
Sad  melancholy  wakes,  awhile  to  tread. 
With  folemn  ftep,  the  manfions  of  the  dead  : 
Led  by  her  hand,  o*er  this  yet  recent  fhrine 
I  forrowing  bend ;  and  here  effay  to  twine 
The  tributar}^  wreath  of  laureat  bloom. 
With  artlefs  hands,  to  deck  a  poet's  tomb  ; 
The   tomb  where    Goldfmith   fleeps.      Fond    hopes> 

adieu  ! 
No  more  your  airy  dreams  fhall  mock  my  view  ; 
Here  will  I  learn  ambition  to  controul. 
And  each  afpiring  pafTion  of  the  foul : 


DR.     GOLDSMITH. 

E'en  now,  methinks,  his  well-known  voice  I  hear. 
When  late  he  meditated  flight  from  care. 
When  as  imagination  fondly  hied 
To  fcenes  of  fweet  retirement,  thus  he  cried. 


•'  Ye  fplendid  fabricks,  palaces  and  towers. 
Where  diffipation  leads  the  giddy  hours. 
Where  pomp,  difeafe,  and  knavery  refide. 
And  folly  bends  the  knee  to  wealthy  pride ; 
Where  luxury's  purveyors  learn  to  rife. 
And  worth,  to  want  a  prey,  unfriended  dies ; 
Where  warbling  Eunuchs  glitter  in  brocade. 
And  haplefs  Poets  toil  for  fcanty  bread  : 
Farewel !  to  other  fcenes  I  turn  my  eyes, 
Embofom'd  in  the  vale  where  Auburn  lies, 
Deferted  Auburn,  thofe  now  ruin'd  glades. 
Forlorn,  yet  ever  dear  and  honour'd  fhades. 
There  though  the  Hamlet  boails  no  fmiling  train. 
Nor  fportful  paftime  circling  on  the  plain  ; 
No  needy  villains  proul  around  for  prey. 
No  flanderers,  no  fycophants  betray  ; 
No  gaudy  foplings  fcornfully  deride 
The  fwain,  whofe  humble  pipe  is  all  his  pride. 
There  will  I  fly  to  feek  that  foft  repofe. 
Which  folitude  contemplative  bellows : 
Yet,  oh  fond  hope !  perchance  there  ftill  remains 
One  lingering  friend  behind,  to  blefs  the  plains ; 
Some  hermit  of  the  dale,  infl:irined  in  eafe. 
Long  loft  companion  of  my  youthful  days; 
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**  With  whofe  fweet  converfe  in  his  focial  bower, 

•*  I  oft  may  chide  away  fome  vacant  hour ; 

"  To  whofe  pure  fympathy,  I  may  impart 

**  Each  latent  grief,  that  labours  at  my  heart, 

**  Whate'er  I  felt,  and  what  I  faw,  relate, 

*'  The  fholes  of  luxury,  the  wrecks  of  ftate; 

*'  Thofe  bufy  fcenes,  where  fcience  wakes  in  vain, 

**  In  which  I  fhar'd,  ah  !  ne'er  to  (liare  again. 

**  But  whence  that  pang  ?  does  nature  now  rebel  ? 

**  Why  faulters  out  my  tongue  the  word  farewel  ? 

*'  Ye  friends !  who  long  have  witnefs'd  to  my  toil, 

**  And  feen  me  ploughing  in  a  thanklefs  foil, 

**  Whofe  partial  tendernefs  huih'd  every  pain, 

**  Whofe  approbation  made  my  bofom  vain  : 

**  .'Tis  you,  to  whom  my  foul  divided  hies 

*'  With  fond  regret,  and  half  unwilling  flies  ; 

'*  Sighs  forth  her  parting  wifhes  to  the  wind, 

**  And  lingering  leaves  her  better  half  behind. 

"  Can  I  forget  the  intercourfe  I  fhar'd, 

«*  What    friendfhip   cherifh'd,    and    what    zeal    en- 

dear'd  ? 
**  Alas !  remembrance  ftill  muft  turn  to  you, 
"  And  to  my  lateft  hour,  protraft  the  long  adieu, 
'«  Amid  the  woodlands,  wherefoe'er  I  rove, 
**  The  plain,  or  fecret  covert  of  the  grove, 
**  Imagination  (hall  fupply  her  ftore 
"  Of  painful  blifs,  and  what  Ihe  can  reftore; 
'*  Shall  drew  each  lonely  path  with  flowretsgay, 
•*  And  wide  as  is  her  boundlefs  empire  flray. 

**  On 
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On  eagle  pinions  traverfe  earth,  and  fkies. 
And  bid  the  loft  and  diftant  objefts  rife. 
Here,  where  encircled  o'er  the  floping  land 
Woods  rife  on  woods,  fhall  Ariftotle  ftand ; 
Lyceum  round  the  godlike  man  rejoice. 
And  bow  with  reverence  to  wifdom's  voice. 
There,    fpreading    oaks     Ihall     arch    the    vaulted 

dome. 
The  Champion,  there,  of  liberty,  and  Rome, 
In  attick  eloquence  fhall  thunder  laws. 
And  uncorrupted  fenates  fnout  applaufe. 
Not  more  extatic  vifions  rapt  the  foul 
Of  Numa,  when  to  midnight  grots  he  ftole, — 
And  learnt  his  lore,  from  virtue's  mouth  refin'd. 
To  fetter  vice,  and  harmonize  mankind. 
Now  ftretch'd  at  eafe  befide  fome  fav'rite  ftream. 
Of  beauty,  and  enchantment  will  I  dream  ; 
Elyfium,  feats  of  art,  and  laurels  won. 
The  Graces  three,  and  *  Japhet's  fabled  fon : 
Whilft  Angelo  fhall  wave  the  myftic  red. 
And  fee  a  new  creation  wait  his  nod ; 
Prefcribe  his  bounds  to  Time's  remorfelefs  power. 
And,  to  my  arms,  my  abfent  friends  reftore. 
Place    me    amidft    the    group,    eaoli    well-known 

face. 
The  fons  of  fcience,  lords  of  human  race ; 
And  as  oblivion  fmks  at  his  command. 
Nature  ihall  rife  more  finiih'd  from  his  hand. 


*  Prometheus. 

**  Thus 
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"  Thus  fome  Magician  fraught  with  potent  Ikill, 

•'  Transforms,,    and    moulds    each    varied    mafs    at 

"  will; 
"  Calls  animated  forms  of  wonderous  birth, 
**  Cadmean  olFspring,  from  the  teeming  earth, 
"  Uncears  the  ponderous  tombs,  the  realms  of  night, 
.*«  And  calls  their  cold  inhabitants  to  light ; 
"  Or,  as  he  traverfes  a  dreary  fcene, 
'^  Bids  every  fweet  of  nature  there  convene, 
"  Huge  mountains  Ikirted  round  v/ith  v/avy  woods, 
*«  The    fhrub  -  deckt    lawns,     and     filver    fprinkled 

*'  floods, 
*«  Whilft  flowrets  fprirvg  around  the  fmiling  land, 
**  And  follow  on  the  traces  of  his  wand. 

**    Such     profpefts,     lovely     Auburn!     then,    be 

<*  thine; 
*'  And  what  thou  canft  of  blifs  impart  be  mine; 
**  Amid  thy  humble  Ihades,  in  tranquil  eafe, 
"  Grant  me  to  pafs  the  remnant  of  my  days. 
**  Unfetter'd  from  the  toil  of  wretched  gain, 
*'  My  raptur'd  mufe  (hall  pour  her  nobleft  ftrain, 
*<  Within  her  native  bowers  the  notes  prolong, 
.**  And,  grateful,  meditate  her  lateft  fong. 
**  Thus,  as  adown  the  Hope  of  life  I  bend, 
••  And  move,  refign'd,  to  meet  my  latter  end, 
•*  Each  worldly  wifh,  each  worldly  care  repreft, 
*'  A  felf-approving  heart  alone  poffeft, 
**  Content,    to   bounteous    heaven    I'll    leave   the 

«*  reft." 
.      .  Thus, 
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Thus,    fpoke    the    Bard :    but    not    one    friendly 
power. 
With  nod  affentive  crovvn'd  the  parting  hour; 
No  eaftern  meteor  glar'd  beneath  the  Iky, 
No  dextral  omen ;  Nature  heav'd  a  figh 
Prophetic  of  the  dire  impending  blow. 
The  prefage  of  her  lofs,  and  Britain's  woe. 
Already  portion'd,  unrelenting  Fate 
Had  made  a  paufe  upon  the  number'd  date ; 
Behind,  flood  death,  too  horrible  for  fight. 
In  darknefs  clad,  expedanl,  prun'd  for  flight; 
Pleas'd  at  the  word,  the  Ihapelefs  moniler  fped. 
On  eager  meffage  to  the  humble  Ihed, 
Where  wrapt  by  foft  poetic  vifions  round. 
Sweet  flumbering.  Fancy's  darling  fon  he  found. 
At  his  approach  the  filken  pinion'd  train 
Affrighted,  mount  aloft,  and  quit  the  brain  ; 
Which  late  they  fann'd  :  now  other  fcenes  than  dale? 
Of  woody  pride,  fucceed,  or  flow'ry  vales  : 
As  when  a  fudden  tempefl  veils  the  fky. 
Before  ferene,  and  flreaming  Jightnings  fly ; 
The  profped  fhifts,  and  pitchy  volumes  roll. 
Along  the  drear  expanfe,  from  pole  to  pole; 
Terrific  horrors  all  the  void  invefl, 
Whilfl  the  Archfpedre  iffues  forth  confefl. 
The  bard  beholds  him  beckon  to  the  tomb 
Of  yawning  night,  eternity's  dread  womb ; 
In  vain  attempts  to  fly,  the  iir.raffive  air 
Retards  his  fleps,  and  yields  him  to  defpair; 

He 
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He  feels  a  gripe  that  thrills  through  every  vein. 
And  panting  ftruggles  in  the  fatal  chain. 
Here  paus'd  the  fell  deftroyer  to  furvey 
The  pride,  the  boaft  of  man,  his  deftin'd  prey, 
Prepar'd  to  ftrike,  he  pois'd  aloft  the  dart. 
And  plung'd  the  fteel  in  Virtue's  bleeding  heart ; 
Abhorrent,  back  the  fprings  of  life  rebound. 
And  leave  on  Nature's  face  a  grifly  wound, 
A  wound  enroird  among  Britannia's  woes. 
That  ages  yet  to  follow,  cannot  clofe. 

Oh,  Goldfmith!  how  (hall  forrow  now  effay 
To  murmur  out  her  flow  incondite  lay  ? 
In  what  fad  accents  mourn  the  lucklefs  hour. 
That  yielded  thee  to  unrelenting  power ; 
Thee,  the  proud  boaft,  of  all  the  tuneful  train 
That  fweep  the  lyre,  or  fvrell  the  polilh'd  ftrain  ? 
Much  honour'd  Bard  !  if  my  untutur'd  verfe 
Could  pay  a  tribute,  worthy  of  thy  hearfe. 
With  fearlefs  hands  I'd  build  the  fane  of  praife. 
And  boldly  ftrew  the  never  fading  bays. 
But,  ah  !  with  thee  my  guardian  Genius  fled. 
And  pillow'd  in  thy  tomb  his  filent  head  : 
Pain'd  Memory  alone  behind  remains. 
And  penfive  ftalks  the  folitary  plains. 
Rich  in  her  forrows,  honours  without  art. 
She  pays  in  tears,  redundant  from  the  heart. 
And  fay,  what  boots  it  o'er  thy  hallov/'d  dull 
To  heap  the  graven  pile,  or  laurel'd  buft ; 

Since 
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Since  by  thy  hands  already  rais'd  on  high. 
We  fee  a  fabrick  tow'ring  to  the  fky ; 
Where  hand  and  hand  with  time,  the  facred  lore 
Shall  travel  on,  till  nature  is  no  more  ? 


xui 
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ADIEU,  fweet  bard  !  to  each  fine  feeling  true. 
Thy  virtues  many,  and  thy  foibles  few ; 
Thofe  form'd  to   charm    e'en   vicious   minds, — and 

thefe 
With  harmlefs  mirth  the  focial  foul  to  pleafe. 
Another's  woe  thy  heart  could  always  melt ; 
None  gave  more  free, — for  none  more  deeply  felt. 
Sweet  bard,  adieu  !  thy  own  harmonious  lays 
Have  fculptur'd  out  thy  monument  of  praife : 

Yes,- 
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Yes, — thefe  furvive  to  time's  remotell  day ; 
While  drops  the  buft,  and  boatful  tombs  decay. 
Reader,  if  number'd  in  the  Mufe's  train. 
Go,  tune  the  lyre,  and  imitate  his  ftrain ; 
But,  if  no  poet  thou,  reverfe  the  plan. 
Depart  in  peace,  and  imitate  the  man. 
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WH  AT !  no  way  left  to  fhun  th'  inglorious  ftage. 
And  fave  from  infamy  my  fmking  age! 
Scarce  half-alive,  opprefs'd  with  many  a  year. 
What  in  the  name  of  dotage  drives  me  here  ? 
A  time  there  was,  when  glory  was  my  guide. 
Nor  force  nor  fraud  could  turn  my  fteps  afide»; 
Unaw'd  by  power,  and  unappal'd  by  fear. 
With  honeft  thrift  I  held  my  honour  dear: 
But  this  vile  hour  difperfes  all  my  ftore. 
And  all  my  hoard  of  honour  is  no  more ; 
For  ah!  too  partial  to  my  life's  decline, 
Casfar  perfuades,  fubmilfion  muft  be  mine ; 

*  This  tranflatlon  was  firft  printed  in  one  of  our  Author's 
earlieft  works,  "  The  Prefent  State  of  Learning  in  Europe." 
#2010.  1759. 
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Him  I  obey,  whom  Heaven  itfelf  obeys, 
Hopelefs  of  pleafmg,  yet  inclin'd  to  pleafe. 
Here  then  at  once  I  welcome  every  fhame. 
And  cancel  at  threefcore  a  life  of  fame  ; 
No  more  my  titles  fhall  my  children  tell. 
The  old  buffoon  will  fit  my  name  as  well; 
This  day  beyond  its  term  my  fate  extends. 
For  life  is  ended  when  our  honour  ends. 


THE 

DOUBLE    TRANSFORMATION, 
A  TALE. 

SECLUDED  from  domeftic  ftrife. 
Jack  Book-worm  led  a  college  life; 
A  fellowfliip  at  twenty-five. 
Made  him  the  happieft  man  alive ; 
He  drank  his  glafs,  and  crack'd  his  joke. 
And  freflimen  wonder'd  as  he  fpoke. 

Such  pleafures,  unallay'd  with  care. 
Could  any  accident  impair  ? 
Could  Cupid's  Ihaft  at  length  transfix 
Our  fwain  arriv'd  at  thirty-fix  ? 
O  had  the  archer  ne'er  come  down 
To  ravage  in  a  country  town  ! 
Or  Flavia  been  content  to  flop 
At  triumphs  in  a  Fleet-ftreet  Ihop. 
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O  had  her  eyes  forgot  to  blaze! 
Or  Jack  had  wanted  eyes  to  gaze, 

O! But  let  exclamation  ceafe. 

Her  prefence  banifh'd  all  his  peace. 

So  with  decorum  all  things  carry'd ; 

Mifs  frown'd,  and  blufh'd,  and  then  was— married^ 

Need  we  expofe  to  vulgar  fight 
The  raptures  of  the  bridal  night  ? 
Need  we  intrude  on  hallow'd  ground. 
Or  draw  the  curtains  clos'd  around  ? 
Let  it  fuffice,  that  each  had  charms; 
He  clafp'd  a  goddefs  in  his  arms ; 
And,  though  ihe  felt  his  ufage  rough. 
Yet  in  a  man  'twas  well  enough. 

The  honey-moon  like  lightning  flew. 
The  fecond  brought  its  tranfports  tod. 
A  third,  a  fourth,  were  not  amifs. 
The  fifth  was  friendlhip  mix'd  with  blifs : 
But,  when  a  tu'elvemonth  pafs'd  away. 
Jack  found  his  goddefs  made  of  clay ; 
Found  half  the  charms  that  deck'd  her  face 
Arofe  from  powder,  Ihreds,  or  lace ; 
But  ftill  the  word  remain'd  behind. 
That  very  face  had  robb'd  her  mind, 

Skill'd  in  no  other  arts  was  fhc. 
But  dreffing,  patching,  repartee ; 
And,  juft  as  humour  rofe  or  fell. 
By  turns  a  llattem  or  a  belle ; 
'Tis  true  fhe  drefs'd  with  modern  grace. 
Half  naked  at  a  ball  or  race ; 

B  J  But 
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But  when  at  home,  at  board  or  bed. 

Five  greafy  night-caps  wrap'd  her  head. 

Could  fo  much  beauty  condefcend. 

To  be  a  dull  domeftic  friend  r 

Could  any  curtain  le<ftures  bring 

To  decency  fo  fine  a  thing  ? 

In  Ihort,  by  night,  'twas  fits  or  fretting  ; 

By  day,  'twas  gadding  or  coquetting. 

Fond  to  be  feen,  Ihe  kept  a  bevy 

Of  powder'd  coxcombs  at  her  levy ; 

The  'fquire  and  captain  took  their  ftations. 

And  twenty  other  near  relations ; 

Jack  fuck'd  his  pipe,  and  often  broke 

A  figh  in  fufFocating  fmoke; 

While  all  their  hours  were  pafs'd  between 

Infulting  repartee  or  fpleen. 

Thus  as  her  faults  each  day  were  known. 
He  thinks  her  features  coarfer  grown  ; 
He  fancies  every  vice  fhe  fhews. 
Or  thins  her  lip,  or  points  her  nofe : 
Whenever  rage  or  envy  rife. 
How  wide  her  mouth,  how  wild  her  eyes ! 
He  knows  not  how,  but  fo  it  is. 
Her  face  is  grown  a  knowing  phyz ; 
And,  though  her  fops  are  wond'rous  civil. 
He  thinks  her  ugly  as  the  devil. 

Now,  to  perplex  the  ravell'd  nooze. 
As  each  a  different  way  purfues. 
While  fullen  or  loquacious  ftrife 
Promifed  to  hold  them  on  for  life, 
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That  dire  difeafe,  whofe  ruthlefs  power 
Withers  the  beaut)''s  tranfient  flower: 
Lo  !  the  fmall  pox,  whofe  horrid  glare 
Levell'd  its  "terrors  at  the  fair ; 
And,  rifling  every  youthful  grace. 
Left  but  the  remnant  of  a  face. 

The  glafs,  grown  hateful  to  her  fight, 
Reflefted  now  a  perfeft  fright : 
Each  former  art  fhe  vainly  tries 
To  bring  back  lufl:re  to  her  eyes. 
In  vain  (he  tries  her  pafle  and  creams. 
To  fmooth  her  fkin,  or  hide  its  feams ; 
Her  country  beaux  and  city  coufins. 
Lovers  no  more,  flew  off  by  dozens : 
The  'fquire  himfelf  was  feen  to  yield. 
And  ev'n  the  captain  quit  the  field. 

Poor  madam  now  condemn'd  to  hack 
The  reft  of  life  with  anxious  Jack, 
Perceiving  others  fairly  flown. 
Attempted  pleafing  him  alone. 
Jack  foon  was  dazzled  to  behold 
Her  prefent  face  furpafs  the  old ; 
With  modefty  her  cheeks  are  dy'd. 
Humility  difplaces  pride; 
For  taudry  finery  is  feen 
A  perfon  ever  neatly  clean : 
No  more  prefuming  on  her  fway. 
She  learns  good-nature  every  day ; 
Serenely  gay,  and  ftridl  in  duty. 
Jack  finds  his  wife  a  perfet!^  beauty. 

B4.  ANEW 
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A      NEW      SIMILE 

IN       THE 

MANNER      OF      SWIFT. 

LONG  had  I  fought  in  vain  to  find 
A  likenefs  for  the  fcribbling  kind  ; 
The  modem  fcribbling  kind^  who  write, 
in  wit,  and  fenfe,  and  nature's  fpite : 
'Till  reading,  I  forget  what  day  on, 
A  chapter  out  of  Tooke's  Pantheon, 
I  think  I  met  with  fomething  there. 
To  fuit  my  purpofe  to  a  hair; 
But  let  us  not  proceed  too  furious, 
Firft  pleafe  to  turn  to  God  Mercurius ; 
You'll  find  him  piftur'd  at  full  length 
In  book  the  fecond,  page  the  tenth  : 
The  fcrefs  of  all  my  proofs  on  him  I  lay. 
And  now  proceed  we  to  our  fimile. 

Imprimis,  pray  obferve  his  hat. 
Wings  upon  either  fide — mark  that. 
Well !  what  is  it  from  thence  we  gather  ? 
Why  thefe  denote  a  brain  of  feather. 
A  brain  of  feather !  very  ri^ht. 
With  wit  that's  flighty,  learning  light; 
Such  as  to  modern  bard's  decreed ; 
A  juft  comparifon, — proceed. 

In  the  next  place,  his  feet  pcrufe, 
Win^s  grow  again  from  both  his  Ihoes ; 

Defign'd, 
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Defign'd,  no  doubt,  their  part  to  bear. 
And  waft  his  godihip  through'the  air; 
And  here  my  fimile  unites. 
For  in  modem  poet's  flights, 
I'm  fure  it  may  be  juftly  faid. 
His  feet  are  ufeful  as  his  head. 

Laftly,  vouchfafe  t'obferve  his  hand, 
Fill'd  with  a  fnake-incircled  wand ; 
By  claffick  authors,  term*d  caduceus. 
And  highly  fam'd  for  feveral  ufes. 
To  wit — moft  wond'rouily  endu'd. 
No  poppy  water  half  fo  good  ; 
For  let  folks  only  get  a  touch. 
Its  foporific  virtue's  fuch. 
Though  ne'er  fo  much  awake  before. 
That  quickly  thej  begin  to  fnore. 
Add  too,  what  certain  writers  tell. 
With  this  he  drives  mens  fouls  to  hell. 

Now  to  apply,  begin  we  then ; 
His  w-and's  a  modern  author's  pen ; 
The  ferpents  round  about  it  twin'd. 
Denote  him  of  the  reptile  kind  ; 
Denote  the  rage  with  which  he  writes. 
His  frothy  flaver,  venom*d  bites ; 
An  equal  femblance  ftill  to  keep. 
Alike  too  both  conduce  to  lleep. 
This  difference  only  as  the  God 
Drove  fouls  to  Tart'rus  with  his  rod. 
With  his  goofequill  the  fcribbling  elf^ 
Inilead  of  others,  damns  himiel^ 
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And  here  my  fimile  almofl  tript. 
Yet  grant  a  word  by  way  of  pollfcript. 
Moreover,  Merc'ry  had  a  failing : 
Well !  what  of  that  ?  out  with  it — Healing ; 
In  which  all  modern  bards  agree. 
Being  each  as  great  a  thief  as  he : 
But  ev'n  this  deity's  exiftence 
Shall  lend  my  fimile  afliftance. 
Our  modern  bards !  why  what  a  pox 
Are  they  but  fenfelefs  ftones  and  blocks  ? 


A      DESCRIPTION 

O  F       A   N 

AUTHOR'S    BED-CHAMBER. 

WH  E  R  E  the  Red  Lion  flaring  o'er  the  way. 
Invites  each  paffnig  ftranger  that  can  pay ; 
Where  Calvert's  butt,  and  Parfon's  black  champaign. 
Regale  the  drabs  and  bloods  of  Drury-lane ; 
*rhere  in  a  lonely  room,  from  bailiffs  fnug. 
The  Mufe  found  Scroggen  ftretch'd  beneath  a  rug  5 
A  window  patch'd  with  paper,  lent  a  ray. 
That  dimly  fhew'd  the  ftate  in  which  he  lay ; 
The  fanded  floor  that  grits  beneath  the  tread  ; 
The  humid  wall  with  paltry  pidures  fpread : 
The  royal  game  of  goofe  was  there  in  view. 
And  the  twelve  rules  the  royal  martyr  drew  j 
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The  feafons,  framed  with  lifting,  found  a  place, 
And  brave  prince  William  fhew'd  his  lamp-black  face : 
The  morn  was  cold,  he  views  with  keen  defire 
The  rufty  grate  unconfcious  of  a  fire : 
With  beer  -and  milk  arrears,  the  frieze  was  fcor'd. 
And  five  crack'd  tea  cups  drefs'd  the  chimney  board ; 
A  night-cap  deck'd  his  brows  inftead  of  bay, 
A  ca^  by  night' a  ftocking  all  the  day ! 


THE 
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THE  HERMIT. 

A        BALLAD.     1765. 


The  following  Letter,  addreffed  to  the  Printer  of  the 
St.  James's  Chronicle,  appeared  in  that  Paper, 
in  June,  1767. 

S  I  R, 

AS  there  is  nothing  I  difiike  fo  much  as  news- 
paper controverfy,  particularly  upon  trifles,  per- 
mit me  to  be  as  ccncife  as  poflible  in  informing  a  cor- 
refpondent  of  yours,  that  I  recommended  Blainville's 
Travels,  becaufe  I  thought  the  book  was  a  good  one ; 
and  1  think  fo  ilill.  I  faid,  I  was  told  by  the  book- 
feller  that  it  was  then  firft  publifhed ;  but  in  that,  it 
feems,  I  was  mif-informed,  and  my  reading  was  not 
extenfive  enough  to  fet  me  right. 

Another  correfpondent  of  yours  accufes  me  of  having 
taken  a  ballad,  I  publifhed  fome  time  ago,  from  one* 
by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Percy.  I  do  not  think  there  is 
any  great  refemblance  benveen  the  two  pieces  in  quef- 
tion.  If  there  be  any,  his  ballad  is  taken  from  mine. 
I  read  it  to  Mr.  Percy,  forae  years  ago  j  and  he  (as  we 

♦  The  Friar  of  Orderj  Gray.  "  Rdicues  of  Ancient  Poetrj'," 
Vail  II.  p»s43. 
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both  coniidered  dieie  thir?-  ::  -ri-rv  :^-  '--'^  -'  "  -» 
with  his  ufaal  good  home  _ : ,  : 

that  he  had  taken  injr  f 

Shakefpeare  into  a  ballai  .;  ..,,        ...     _,  :-ii 

me  his  little  Cento,  if  I  may  fo  call  i:,  2-1  I  ;;.;,- 
approved  it«  Such  petty  anecdotes  as  :'  ."r  :::  ■':i::t 
worth  printing :  and,  were  it  not  for  tt.t  : . :  :  f  :  > 
tion  of  fome  of  your  correfpbndents*  the  :  _  .  .'  _ .  i 
never  have  known  that  he  owes  me  the  hi.  :  ::  :  1- 
lad,  or  that  I  am  obliged  to  his  fticcd  i;  :.7.1  ;:::> 
ing  for  communications  of  a  much  iziit  it:.:::.-; 
nature.  I  am.  Sir,  yours,  &c. 

ClIVIS.    GciDiMITH. 


0-- 


^'  TURN",  _ 

*'   And  g.:::-  :    ■■     :  :.t]y  way, 
**  To  where  yz?.  ziz::  :':.ti:i  :r.e  ■.  -'.^ 

"  With  hofpitabic  r^;. . 

•<  For  here  forlpm  and  loft  I  tread, 

«*  With  fainting 
*<  Where  wilds,  in:. :: ;_„.__.    .^.,il, 

*•  Seem  length'ning  as  I  go.' 

"  Forbear,  my  fon,"  the  Hermit  cries, 
«*  To  tempt  the  dangeroas  gloom ; 

'*  For  yonder  fjdthlds  phantom  fiks 
'*  Tj  lure  thee  to  tby  doom. 
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*'  Here  to  the  houfelefs  child  of  want 

"  My  door  is  open  ft  ill ; 
«*  And  though  my  portion  is  but  fcant, 

**  I  give  it  with  good  will. 

**  Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  fharc 

*'  Whate'er  ray  cell  beftows ; 
'*  My  rulhy  couch  and  frugal  fare, 

♦*  My  bleffing  and  repofe. 

«*  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free, 

*'  To  flaughter  I  condemn  : 
•*  Taught  by  that  power  that  pities  me, 

"  I  learn  to  pity  them  : 

"  But  from  the  mountain's  grafTy  fide 

*'  A  guiltlefs  feaft  I  bring ; 
<*  A  fcrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  fupply'd, 

"  And  water  from  the  fpring. 

**  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego  j 
«*  All  earth-born  cares  arc  wrong : 

««  Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 
"  Nor  wants  that  little  long." 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  heaven  defcends. 

His  gentle  accents  fell : 
The  modeft  ftraiiger  lowly  bends. 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

Far  in  a  wildemefs  obfcure 

The  lonely  manfion  lay  ; 
A  refuge  to  the  neighb'ring  poor. 

And  ftrangers  led  aftray. 


N© 


THE       HERMIT.  15 

No  ftores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 

Requir'd  a  mailer's  care ; 
The  wicket  op'ning  with  a  latch. 

Received  the  harmlefs  pair. 

And  now,  when  bufy  crowds  retire 

To  take  their  evening  reft. 
The  Hermit  trimm'd  his  little  fire. 

And  chear'd  his  penjSve  gueft  : 

And  fpread  his  vegetable  ftore. 

And  gayly  preft,  and  fmil'd ; 
And,  fkill'd  in  legendary  lore. 

The  lingering  hours  beguil'd. 

Around  in  fympathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries ; 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth  ; 

The  crackling  faggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 

To  foothe  a  ftranger's  woe ; 
For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart. 

And  tears  began  to  fl.ow. 

His  rifmg  cares  the  Hermit  fpy'd. 

With  anfwering  care  oppreft  : 
*«  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,"  he  CTy*d, 

**  The  forrows  of  thy  breaft  ? 

**  From  better  habitations  fpurn'd, 

<*  Reluctant  doft  thou  rove  : 
*'  Or  grieve  for  friendfhip  unretum'd, 

**  Or  unregarded  love  ? 

«  Alas! 


i6        GOLDSMITH'S    POEMS, 

«*  Alas !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings, 

**  Are  trifling  and  decay; 
"  And  thofe  who  prize  the  paltry  things, 

"  More  trifling  ftill  than  they. 

"  And  what  is  friendfliip  but  a  name, 

♦'  A  charm  that  lulls  to  fleep ; 
"  A  (hade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 

**  And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  ? 

•'  And  lovt  is  fl:ill  an  emptier  found, 

"  The  modern  fair-one*s  jeft : 
•*  On  earth  unfeen,  or  only  found 

"  To  warm  the  turtle's  nell. 

**  For  fhame,  fond  youth,  thy  forrows  hufli, 

**  And  fpurn  the  fex,"  he  faid  : 
But  while  he  fpoke,  a  rifmg  blufh 

His  love-lorn  gueft  betray'd. 

Surpriz'd  he  fees  n6w  beauties  rife. 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view ; 
Like  colours  o'er  the,  morning  fkies. 

As  bright,  as  tranfient  too. 

The  bafliful  look,  the  rifmg  breaft. 

Alternate  fpread  alarms : 
The  lovely  ftranger  ftands  confeft 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

*'  And,  ah,  forgive  a  ftranger  rude, 
"  A  wretch  forlorn,'*  Ihe  cry'd  ; 

*'  Whofe  feet  unhallow'd  thus  intrude 
**  Where  heaven  and  you  reflde. 
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"  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  fhare, 

*«  Whom  love  has  taught  to  ftray ; 
«*  Who  feeks  for  reft,  but  finds  defpair 

"  Companion  of  her  way. 

*«  My  father  liv'd  befide  the  Tyne, 

"  A  wealthy  lord  was  he; 
'*  And  all  his  wealth  was  mark'd  as  mine, 

"  He  had  but  only  me. 

**  To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms, 

•*  Unnumber'd  fuitors  came  ; 
"  Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  charms, 

**  And  felt,  or  feign'd  a  flame. 

«*  Each  hour  a  mercenary  croud 

**  With  richeft  proffers  ftrove  : 
**  Among  the  reft  young  Edwin  bow'd, 

«*  But  never  talk'd  of  love. 

"  In  humble,  fim.pleft  habit  c'ad, 

*«  No  wealth  or  power  had  he ; 
*'  Wifdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had, 

**  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 

**  The  bloflbm  opening  to  the  day, 

**  The  dews  of  heaven  refin'd, 
*'  Could  nought  of  purity  difplay, 

**  To  emulate  his  mind. 

<*  The  dew,  the  bloflbms  of  the  tree, 

**  With  charms  inconftant  ftiine  ; 
**  Their  charms  were  his,  but  wo  to  me, 

**  Their  conftancy  was  mine. 

Vol,  LXX,  C  "  For 
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"  For  ftill  I  try'd  each  fickle  art, 

"  Importunate  and  vain  ;. 
•*  And  while  his  paffion  touch'd  my  hearty 

**  I  triumph'd  in  his  pain. 

'*  Till  quite  deje^fted  with  my  fcorn^ 

"  He  left  me  to  my  pride  ^ 
**  And  fought  a  folitude  forlorn 

**  In  fecret,  where  he  dy'd, 

**  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault, 

**  And  w^ell  my  life  fhall  pay  ; 
"  I'll  feek  the  folitude  he  fought, 

*'  And  ftretch  me  where  he  lay. 

'*  And  there  forlorn,  defpairing  hid,. 

**  I'll  lay  me  down  and  die ;. 
**  'Twas  fo  for  me  that  Edwin  did,> 

"  And  fo  for  him  will  I." 

"  Forbid  it,  heaven  !"  the  Hermit  cry^d. 

And  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft : 
The  wondering  fair-one  turned  to  chide,. 

'Twas  Edwin's  felf  that  preft. 

**  Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear, 

"  My  charmer,  turn  to  fee 
*'  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here,- 

*'  Reftor'd  to  love  and  thee. 

*'  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart,. 

*■'  And  every  care  refign  : 
"  And  fhall  we  never,  never  part, 

**  My  life — my  all  that's  mine 


^*  Na, 
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"  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part, 

««  We'll  live  and  love  fo  true, 
**  The  figh  that  rends  thy  conftant  heart, 

*«  Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too." 

AN         ELEGY 

ON       THE 

DEATH     OF     A     MAD     DOG, 

GOOD  people  all,  of  every  fort. 
Give  ear  unto  my  fong; 
And  if  you  find  it  wonderous  fhort, 
It  cannot  hold  you  long. 

In  Ifling-ton  there  was  a  man. 

Of  whom  the  world  might  fay. 
That  ftill  a  godly  race  he  ran. 

Whene'er  he  went  to  pray. 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had, 

To  comfort  friends  and  foes ; 
The  naked  every  day  he  clad. 

When  he  put  on  his  cloaths. 

And  in  that  town  a  dog  was  found. 

As  many  dogs  there  be, 
Eoth  mungrel,  puppy,  whelp,  and  hound. 

And  curs  of  low  degree. 

This  dog  and  man  at  firfl:  were  friends ; 

But  when  a  pique  began. 
The  dog,  to  gaip  his  private  ends. 

Went  mad.  and  bit  the  man. 

C  2  Around 
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Around  from  all  the  neighbouring  ftreets. 
The  wondering  neighbours  ran. 

And  fvvore  the  dog  had  loft  his  wits. 
To  bite  fo  good  a  man. 

The  wound  it  feem'd  both  fore  and  fad 

To  every  chriftian  eye  ; 
And  while  they  fwore  the  dog  was  mad. 

They  fwore  the  man  would  die. 

But  foon  a  wonder  came  to  light. 
That  Ihew'd  the  rogues  they  ly'd. 

The  man  recover'd  of  the  bite. 
The  dog  it  was  that  dy'd. 


STANZA 

O      N 

W  O  M  AN. 

"T  T  7  H  E  N  lovely  woman  ftoops  to  folly, 
*  ^       And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 
What  charm  can  foothe  her  melancholy. 
What  art  can  wafh  her  guilt  away  ? 

The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 
To  hide  her  Ihame  from  every  eye. 

To  give  repentance  to  her  lover. 
And  wring  his  bofom — is,  to  die. 


THE 
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TRAVELLER; 

O    R,       A 

PROSPECT      OF      SOCIETY. 
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TO  THE  REV.  HENRY  GOLDSMITH. 

DEAR     SIR, 

I  AM  ienfible  that  the  friendlhip  between  us  can  ac- 
quire no  new  force  from  the  ceremonies  of  a  Dedi- 
cation; and  perhaps  it  demands  an  excufe  thus  to 
prefix  your  name  to  my  attempts,  which  you  decline 
giving  with  your  own.  But  as  a  part  of  this  Poem 
was  formerly  written  to  you  from  Switzerland,  the 
whole  can  now,  with  propriety,  be  only  infcribed  to 
you.  It  will  alfo  throw  a  light  upon  many  parts  of  it, 
when  the  reader  underftands,  that  it  is  adurelTcd  to  a 
man,  who,  defpifmg  Fame  and  Fortune,  has  retired 
early  to  Happinefs  and  Obfcurity,  with  an  income  of 
forty  pounds  a  year. 

I  now  percei\e,  my  dear  brother,  the  wifdom  of 
your  humble  choice.  You  have  entered  upon  a  fa- 
cred  office,  where  the  harveft  is  great,  and  the  labourers 
are  but  few;  while  you  ha\e  left  the  field  of  Ambition, 
where  the  labourers  are  many,  and  the  harveft  not  worth 
carrying  away.  But  of  all  kinds  of  ambition,  what 
C  3  from 
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from  the  refinement  of  the  times,  from  different  fyftems 
of  criticifra,  and  from  the  divilions  of  party,  that 
which  purfues  poetical  fame  is  the  wildeft. 

Poetry  makei;  a  principal  amufement  among  unpo- 
lifned  nations;  but  in  a  country  verging  to  the  ex- 
tremes of  refineiTient,  Painting  and  Mufic  come  in  for 
a  fhare.  As  thefe  ciijr  the  feeble  mind  a  lefs  laborious 
enteriainment,  they  at  firft  rival  Poetry,  and  at  length 
fupplant  her ;  they  engrofs  all  that  favour  once  (hewn 
to  her,  and,  though  but  younger  fillers,  feize  upon  the 
elder's  birthright. 

Yet,  however  this  art  may  be  neglected  by  the  pow- 
erful, it  is  ftill  in  greater  danger  from  the  miftaken 
efforts  of  the  learned  to  improve  it.  What  criticifms 
have  we  not  heard  of  late  in  favour  of  blank  verfe,  and 
Pindaric  odes,  chorufTes,  anapefts  and  iambics,  allite- 
rative care  and  happy  negligence  !  Every  abfurdity 
has  now  a  champion  to  defend  it ;  and  as  he  is  generally 
much  in  the  wrong,  fo  he  has  always  much  to  fay ;  for 
error  is  ever  talkative. 

But  there  is  an  enemy  to  this  art  Hill  more  dange- 
rous, I  mean  Party.  Party  entirely  diftorts  the  judg- 
ment, and  deftroys  the  tafte.  When  the  mind  is  once 
infefted  with  this  difeafe,  it  can  only  find  pleafure  in 
what  contributes  to  increafe  the  diftemper.  Like  the 
tyger,  that  feldom  dcx^'als  from  purfuing  man,  after  hav- 
ing once  preyed  upon  human  flefh,  the  reader,  who  has 
once  gratified  his  appetite  with  calumny,  makes,  ever 
after,  the  moft  agreeable  feaft  upon  murdered  reputation. 
Such  readers  generally  admire  fome  half-witted  thing, 

who 
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who  wants  to  be  thought  a  bold  man,  having  loft  the 
charader  of  a  wife  one.  Him  they  dignify  with  the 
name  of  poet :  his  tawdry  lampoons  are  called  fatires; 
his  turbulence  is  faid  to  be  force,  and  his  phrenzy  fire. 
What  reception  a  Poem  may  find,  which  has  neither 
abufe,  party,  nor  blank  verfe  to  fupport  it,  I  cannot 
tell,  nor  am  I  folicitous  to  know.  My  aims  are  right. 
Without  efpoufmg  the  caufe  of  any  party,  I  have  at- 
tempted to  moderate  the  rage  of  all.  I  have  endea- 
voured to  flievv,  that  there  may  be  equal  happinefs  in 
dates,  that  are  differently  governed  from  our  own  ;  that 
every  ftate  has  a  particular  principle  of  happinefs,  and 
that  this  principle  in  each  may  be  carried  to  a  mifchie- 
vous  excefs.  There  are  few  can  judge,  better  than 
yourfelf,  how  far  thefe  portions  are  illuilrated  in  this 
Poem.     I  am, 

DEAR       SIR, 
rOUR    MOaT    AFFECTIONATE     BROTHER, 

OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 
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REMOTE,  unfriended,  melancholy,  flow. 
Or  by  the  lazy  Scheld,  or  wandering  Po  ; 
Or  onward,  where  the  rude  Carinthian  boor 
Againft  the  houfelefs  ftranger  fhuts  the  door.; 

*  In  this  poem  feveral  alterations  were  made,  and  fome  new 
verfes  added,  as  it  pafled  through  different  editions. — We  have 
printed  from  the  ninth,  which  w£s  the  laft  edition  publifhed  in 
the  life- time  of  the  author. 

C4  Or 
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Or  where  Campania's  plain  forfaken  lies, 
A  weary  wafte  expanding  to  the  fkies ; 
Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  fee. 
My  heart  untra\  ell'd  fondly  turns  to  thee : 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceafelefs  pain. 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

Eternal  bleflings  crown  my  earlieft  friend. 
And  round  his  dwelling  guardian  faints  attend ; 
Bleft  be  that  fpot,  where  chearful  guefts  retire 
To  paufe  from  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire ; 
Elell  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  repair. 
And  every  llranger  finds  a  ready  chair : 
Bleft  be  thofe  feafts  with  fimple  plenty  crown'd. 
Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
Laugh  at  the  jefts  or  pranks  that  never  fail. 
Or  figh  with  pity  at  fome  mournful  tale ; 
Or  prefs  the  bafhful  ftranger  to  his  food. 
And  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good. 

But  me,  not  deitin'd  fuch  delights  to  fhare. 
My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  fpent  and  care : 
Impell'd,  with  fteps  unceafing,  to  purfue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view ; 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  fkies, 
■Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flics ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverfe  realms  alone. 
And  find  no  fpot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

Ev'n  now,  where  Alpine  folitudes  afcend, 
I  fit  me  down  a  penfive  hour  to  fpend ; 
And,  plac'd  on  high  above  the  fiorm's  career. 
Look  downward  where  an  hundred  realms  appear  ; 

Lakes, 
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Lakes,  forefts,  cities,  plains  extending  v/ide. 
The  pomp  of  kings,  the  fnepherd's  humbler  pride. 

When  thus  Creation's  charms  around  combine, 
Amidft:  the  ftore,  ihould  thanklefs  pride  repine  ? 
Say,  fhould  the  philofophic  mind  difdain 
That  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bofom  vain  ? 
Let  fchool-taught  pride  diiTemble  all  it  can, 
Thefe  little  things  are  great  to  little  man ; 
And  wifcr  he,  whofe  fympathetic  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind. 
Ye  glittering  towns,  w  ith  wealth  and  fplendor  crown'd ; 
Ye  fields,  where  fummer  fpreads  profufion  round  ; 
Ye  lakes,  whofe  vefllls  catch  the  bufy  gale  ; 
Ye  bending  fwains,  that  drefs  the  flowery  vale ; 
For  me  your  tributary  ftores  combine  : 
Creation's  heir,  the  world,  the  world  is  mine. 

As  fome  lone  mifer,  vifiting  his  ftore. 
Bends  at  his  treafure,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er; 
Hoards  after  hoards  his  rifing  raptures  fill. 
Yet  ft  ill  he  fighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  ftill : 
Thus  to  my  breaft  alternate  paflions  rife, 
Pleas'd  with  each  good  that  heaven  to  man  fupplies : 
Yet  oft  a  figh  prevails,  and  forrows  fall. 
To  fee  the  hoard  of  human  blifs  fo  fmall ; 
And  oft  I  wifh,  amidft  the  fcene,  to  find 
Some  fpot  to  real  happinefs  confign'd. 
Where  my  w^orn  foul,  each  wandering  hope  at  reft. 
May  gather  blifs  to  fee  my  fellows  bleft. 

But  where  to  find  that  happieft  fpot  below. 
Who  can  dired,  when  all  pretend  to  know  ? 

Th« 
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The  fhudd'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  proclaims  that  happieft  fpot  his  own .; 
Extols  the  treafures  of  his  ftormy  feas. 
And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  eafe  ; ' 
The  naked  negro,  panting  at  the  line, 
Boalls  of  his  golden  fands  and  palmy  wine, 
Bafks  in  the  glare,  or  ftems  the  tepid  wave. 
And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave. 
Such  is  the  patriot's  boaft,  where'er  we  roam. 
His  firfi,  beil  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  if  countries  we  compare. 
And  eftimate  the  bleffings  which  they  fhare. 
Though  patriots  flatter,  ftiil  ftiall  wifdom  find 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind ; 
As  different  good,  by  art  ox  nature  given. 
To  diiferent  nations  makes  their  bleffings  even. 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all. 
Still  grants  her  blifs  at  labour's  earned  call ; 
"With  food  as  well  the  pcafant  is  fupply'd 
On  Idra's  cliffs  as  Arno's  fhelvy  fide ; 
And  though  the  rocky  crefted  fummits  frown, 
Thefe  rocks,  by  cuilom,  turn  to  beds  of  down. 
From  art  more  various  are  the  bleffings  fent ; 
Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content. 
Yet  thefe  each  other's  power  fo  ftrong  conteft. 
That  either  feems  deftruiflivc  of  the  reft. 
Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  contentment  fails; 
And  honour  finks  where  commerce  long  prevails. 
Hence  every  ftate  to  one  lov'd  bleffing  prone. 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone. 

Each 
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Each  to  the  fav'rite  happlncfs  attends. 
And  fpurns  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends ; 
*Till  carried  to  excefs  in  each  domain. 
This  fav'rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

But  let  us  trf  thefe  truths  with  clofer  eyes. 
And  trace  them  through  the  profpecl:  as  it  lies : 
Here  for  a  while  my  proper  cares  refign'd. 
Here  let  me  fit  in  forrow  for  mankind ; 
Like  yon  negleded  fhrub  at  random  caft. 
That  ihades  the  lleep,  and  fighs  at  every  blaH. 

Far  to  the  right  where  Appennine  afcends. 
Bright  as  the  fummer,  Itr.ly  extends ; 
Its  uplands  Hoping  deck  the  mountain's  fide. 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride  ; 
While  oft  fome  temple's  mould' ring  tops  betvi-een 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  fcene. 

Could  Nature's  bounty  fatisfy  the  breaft. 
The  fons  of  Italy  were  furely  bleft. 
Whatever  fruits  in  diiierent  climes  were  found. 
That  proudly  rife,  or  humbly  court  the  ground  ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whofe  bright  fucceffion  decks  the  varied  year ; 
Whatever  fweets  falute  the  northern  Iky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  bloffom  but  to  die ; 
Thefe  here  difporting  ovvn  the  kindred  foil. 
Nor  aflc  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
While  fea-bom  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  v/innow  fragrance  round  the  fmiling  land. 

But  fmall  the  blifs  that  fenfe  alone  beitows. 
And  fenfual  blifs  is  all  the  nation  knows. 

K  In 
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In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  feems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  here. 
Contrafted  fauhs  through  all  his  manners  reign  : 
Though  poor,  luxurious ;  though  fubmiffive,  vain  ; 
Though  grave,  yet  trifling ;  zealous,  yet  untrue; 
And  even  in  penance  planning  fins  anew. 
All  evils  here  contaminate  the  mind. 
That  opulence  departed  leaves  behind  ; 
For  wealth  was  theirs,  not  far  remov'd  the  date. 
When  commerce  proudly  fiourifn'd  through  the  ftate ; 
At  her  command  the  palace  learnt  to  rifs. 
Again  the  long-fall'n  column  fought  the  Ikies ; 
The  canvas  glow'd  beyond  e'en  Nature  warm. 
The  pregnant  quarry  teem'd  with  human  form. 
Till,  more  unftcady  than  the  fouthern  gale. 
Commerce  on  other  fhores  difplay'd  her  fail ; 
While  nought  remain'd  of  all  that  riches  gave. 
But  towns  unmanned,  and  lords  without  a  Have : 
And  late  the  nation  found  with  fruitlefs  (kill 
Its  fcrmer  (trength  was  but  plethoric  ill. 

Yftt,  ilill  the  lofs  of  wealth  is  here  fupplied 
By  arts,  the  fplendid  wrecks  of  former  pride  ; 
From  thefe  the  feeble  heart  and  long-fallen  mind 
An  eafy  compenfation  feem  to  find. 
Here  may  be  feen,  in  bloodlefs  pomp  array 'd. 
The  pafte-board  triumph  and  the  cavalcade; 
Procefiions  form'd  for  piety  and  love, 
A  miftrefs  or  a  faint  in  every  grove. 
By  fports  like  thefe  are  all  their  cares  beguil'd. 
The  fports  of  children  fatisfy  the  child ; 

Each 
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Each  nobler  aim,  repreft  by  long  controul. 
Now  fmks  at  laft,  or  feebly  mans  the  foul ; 
While  low  delights,  fucceeding  fail:  behind. 
In  happier  meannefs  occupy  the  mind  : 
As  in  thofe  domes,  where  Caefars  once  bore  fway, 
Defac'd  by  time  and  tott'ring  in  decay. 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedlefs  of  the  dead. 
The  fnelter-feeking  peafant  builds  his  fhed ; 
And,  wondering  man  could  want  the  larger  pile. 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  fmile. 

My  foul  turn  from  them,  turn  we  to  furvey 
Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  difplay. 
Where  the  bleak  Swifs  their  ftormy  manfion  tread. 
And  force  a  churlilh  foil  for  fcanty  bread ; 
No  produft  here  the  barren  hills  afford. 
But  man  and  fteel,  the  foldier  and  his  fword. 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array. 
But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May  ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  fues  the  mountain's  breafl. 
But  meteors  glare,  and  ilormy  glooms  in\eil:. 

Yet  ftill,  e^'en  here,  content  can  fpread  a  charm, 
Redrefs  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  difarm. 
Though  poor  the  peafant's  hut,  his  feafts  though  fmall. 
He  fees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all ; 
Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head 
To  Ihame  the  meannefs  of  his  humble  fhed  ; 
No  coflly  lord  the  fumptuous  banquet  deal 
To  make  him  loath  his  vegetable  meal ; 
But  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  toil. 
Each  wifh  contrafting,  fits  him  to  the  foil. 

Chearful 
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Chearful  at  morn,  he  \\akes  from  fhort  repofe. 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes ; 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep. 
Or  drives  his  vent'roas  plough-lhare  to  the  fteep ; 
Or  feeks  the  den  where  fnow-tracks  mark  the  way. 
And  drags  the  ftruggling  favage  into  day. 
At  night  returning,  every  labour  fped. 
He  fits  him  dov/n  the  monarch  of  a  fhed  ; 
Smiles  by  his  chearful  fire,  and  round  furveys 
His  childrens'  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaze ; 
While  his  lov'd  partner,  boaftful  of  her  hoard, 
Difplays  her  cleanly  platter  on  the  board  : 
And  haply  too  fome  pilgrim,  thither  led. 
With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

Thus  every  good  his  native  wilds  impart. 
Imprints  the  patriot  paffion  on  his  heart ; 
And  even  thofe  ills,  that  round  his  manfion  rife. 
Enhance  the  blifs  his  fcanty  fund  fupplies. 
Dear  is  that  died  to  which  his  foul  conforms. 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  ftorms ; 
And  as  a  child,  when  fearing  founds  moleft. 
Clings  clofe  and  clofer  to  the  mother's  breaft. 
So  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountains  more. 

Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  ilates  aflign'd  j 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wifhes  all  confin'd. 
Yet  let  them  only  (hare  the  praifes  due. 
If  few  their  wants,  their  pleafures  are  but  few  ; 
For  every  want  that  fl:imulates  the  breaft. 
Becomes  a  fource  of  pleafure  when  redreft. 

Whence 
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Whence  from  fuch  lands  each  pleafing  fcience  flies. 
That  firft  excites  defire,  and  then  fupplies ; 
Unknnv/n  to  them,  when  fenfual  pleafures  cloy. 
To  fill  the  languid  paufe  with  finer  joy  ; 
Unknown  thofe  powers  that  raife  the  foul  to  flame. 
Catch  every  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame. 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  mouldering  fire, 
Unquench'd  by  want,  unfann'd  by  llrong  defire  j 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  chear 
On  fome  high  feftival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wild  excefs  the  vulgar  breaft  takes  fire, 
TiJl,  buried  in  debauch,  the  blifs  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  coarfelv  flow : 
Their  morals,  like  their  pleafures,  are  but  low^^ 
For,  as  refinement  flops,  from  fire  to  fon 
Unalter'd,  unimprov'd  the  m-anners  run; 
And  love's  and  friendfhip's  finely  pointed  dart 
Fall  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart. 
Some  fterner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain's  breaft 
May  fit,  like  falcons  cowering  on  tlie  neft; 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  fuch  as  play 
Through  life's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  charm  the  waj^, 
Thefe  far  difpers'd,  on  timorous  pinions  fly. 
To  fport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  fky. 

To  kinder  ikies,  where  gentler  manners  reign, 
I  turn ;  and  France  difplays  her  bright  domain. 
Gay  fprightly  land  of  mirth  and  focial  eafe, 
Pleas'd  with  thyfelf,  whom  all  the  world  can  pleafe. 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  fportive  choir. 
With  tunelefs  pipe,  befide  the  murmuring  Loire? 

Where- 
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Where  fnading  elms  along  the  margin  grew. 
And  frefhen'd  from  the  wave  the  zephyr  flew ; 
And  haply,  though  my  harfh  touch  falt'ring  ftill. 
But  mock'd  all  tune,  and  raarr'd  the  dancer's  fKill ; 
Yet  would  the  village  praife  my  wonderous  power. 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noon-tide  hour. 
Alike  all  ages.     Dames  of  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  children  through  the  mirthful  maze. 
And  the  gay  grandfire,  ikill'd  in  geflic  lore. 
Has  frilk'd  beneath  the  burthen  of  threefcore. 

So  blell  a  life  thefe  thoughtlefs  realms  difplay. 
Thus  idly  bufy  rolls  their  world  away  : 
Theirs  are  thofe  arts  that  mind  to  mind  endear. 
For  honour  forms  the  fecial  temper  here. 
Honour,  that  praife  v/hich  real  merit  gains. 
Or  even  imaginary  worth  obtains. 
Here  palTes  current ;  paid  from  hand  to  hand. 
It  {hifts  in  fplendid  trafiick  round  the  land  : 
From  courts,  to  camps,  to  cottages  it  ftrays. 
And  all  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praife; 
They  pleafe,  are  pleas'd,  they  give  to  get  efteem. 
Till,  feeming  bleil:,  they  grow  to  what  they  feem. 

But  while  this  fofter  art  their  blifs  fupplies. 
It  gives  their  follies  alfo  room  to  rife ; 
For  praife  too  dearly  lov'd,  or  v.-armly  fought, 
Enfeebles  all  internal  ftrength  of  thought. 
And  the  weak  foul,  within  itfelf  unbleft. 
Leans  for  all  pleafure  on  another's  breaft. 
Hence  ollentation  here,  with  tawdry  art. 
Pants  for  the  vulgar  praife  which  fools  impart; 

Here 
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Here  vanity  aflumes  her  pert  grimace. 
And  trims  her  robe  of  frize  with  copper  lace  ; 
Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer. 
To  boaft  one  fplendid  banquet  once  a  year ; 
The  mind  ftill  turns  where  fhifting  faihion  draws. 
Nor  weighs  the  folid  worth  of  felf  applaufe. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fancy  flies, 
Embofom'd  in  the  deep  where  Holland  lies. 
Methinks  her  patient  fons  before  me  ftand. 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  againft  the  land,  ' 
And,  fedulous  to  flop  the  coming  tide. 
Lift  the  tall  rampire's  artificial  pride. 
Onward  methinks,  and  diligently  flow. 
The  firm  conneded  bulwark  feems  to  grow  ; 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidft  the  watery  roar. 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  ufurps  the  (hore. 
While  the  pent  ocean  rifmg  o'er  the  pile. 
Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  fmile ; 
The  flow  canal,  the  yellow  bloflbm'd  vale. 
The  willow  tufted  bank,  the  gliding  fail. 
The  crouded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain, 
A  new  creation  refcu'd  from  his  reign. 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-fubjeded  foil 
Lnpels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
Induflrious  habits  in  each  bofom  reign. 
And  induflry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
Hence  all  the  good  from  opulence  that  fprings. 
With  all  thofe  ills  fuperfluous  treafure  brings. 
Are  here  difplayed.     Their  much-lov'd  wealth  imparts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts; 

Vol.  LXX,  D  But 
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But  view  them  clofer,  craft  and  fraud  appear. 
Even  liberty  itfelf  is  barter'd  here. 
At  gold's  fuperior  charms  all  freedom  flies. 
The  needy  fell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys  j 
A  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  flaves. 
Here  wretches  feek  difhonourable  graves. 
And  calmly  bent,  to  fer\'itude  conform. 
Bull  as  their  lakes  that  flumber  in  the  ftorra. 

Heavens  I  how  unlike  their  Belgic  fires  of  old  f 
Rough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold ; 
War  in  each  breaft,  and  freedom  on  each  brow  ; 
How  much  unlike  the  fons  of  Britain  now  ! 

Fir'd  at  the  found,  my  genius  fp reads  her  wing. 
And  flies  where  Britain  courts  the  wefliern  fpring; 
Where  lawns  extend  that  fcorn  Arcadian  pride. 
And  brighter  ftreams  than  fam'd  Hydafpis  glide. 
There  all  around  the  gentleft  breezes  ftray. 
There  gentle  muflc  melts  on  every  fpray ; 
Creation's  mildeft  charms  are  there  combin'd. 
Extremes  are  only  in  the  mafter's  mind ! 
Stern  o'er  each  bofom  Reafon  holds  her  ftate^ 
With  daring  aims  irregularly  great ; 
Pride  in  their  port^  defiance  in  their  eye, 
I  fee  the  lords  of  human  kind  pafs  by  ; 
Intent  on  high  defigns,  a  thoughtful  band. 
By  forms  unfafhion'd  frefli  from  Nature's  hand  ; 
Fierce  in  their  native  hardinefs  of  foul. 
True  to  imagined  riglit  above  controul. 
While  even  the  peafant  boafts  thcfe  rights  to  fcan. 
And  learns  to  venerate  himfelf  as  njan. 

Thine, 
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Thine>  Freedom,  thine  the  blefTings  piclur'd  here. 
"Thine  are  thofe  charms  that  dazzle  and  endear  ; 
Too  bleft  indeed,  were  fuch  without  alloy. 
But  fofter'd  even  by  Freedom  ills  annoy ; 
That  independence  Britons  prize  too  high. 
Keeps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  focial  tie ; 
The  felf-dependent  lordlings  ftand  alone. 
All  claims  that  bind  and  fv\eeten  life  unknown ; 
Here  by  the  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held. 
Minds  combat  minds,  repelling  and  repell'd. 
Ferments  arife,  imprifon'd  factions  roar, 
Repreft  ambition  ftruggles  round  her  fhore. 
Till  over-wrought,  the  general  fyftem  feels 
Its  motion  flop,  or  phrenzy  fire  the  wheels. 

Nor  this  the  worft.     As  nature's  ties  decay. 
As  duty,  love,  and  honour  fail  to  fway. 
Fictitious  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law, 
Still  gather  ftrength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  thefe  alone. 
And  talent  fmks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown  ; 
Till  time  may  come,  when,  ftript  of  all  her  charms. 
The  land  of  fcholars,  and  the  nurfe  of  arms, 
Where  noble  ftems  tranfmit  the  patriot  flame. 
Where  kings  have  toil'd,  and  poets  wrote  for  fame, 
One  fuik  of  level  avarice  (hall  lie. 
And  fcholars,  foldiers,  kings,  unhonour'd  die. 

Yet  think  not,  thus  when  Freedom's  ills  I  flate, 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great ; 
Ye  powers  of  truth,  that  bid  my  foul  afpire. 
Far  from  my  bofom  drive  the  low  defire ; 

D2  And 
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And  thou,  fair  Freedom,  taught  alike  to  feel 
The  rabble's  rage,  and  tyrant's  a.ngry  fteel ; 
Thou  tranfitory  flower,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt,  or  favour's  fottering  fun. 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  elime  endure,. 
I  only  v^'ould  reprefs  them  to  fecure  > 
For  jull  experience  tells,  in  every  foil. 
That  thofe  who  think  muft  govern  thofe  that  toilj 
And  all  that  freedom's  higheft  aims  can  reach. 
Is  but  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  each. 
Hence,  Ibould  one  order  difproportion'd  grow. 
Its  double  weight  muft  ruin  all  below. 

O  then  hov/  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires. 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  part  afpires! 
Calm  is  Biy  foul,  nor  apt  to  rife  in  arms. 
Except  when  faft  approaching  danger  warms : 
But  when  contending  chiefs  blockade  the  throne. 
Contracting  regal  power  to  ftretch  their  own. 
When  I  behold  a  factious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themfelves  are  free ; 
Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  ftatutes  draw. 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law ; 
The  wealth  of  climes,  where  favage  nations  roam, 
Pillag'd  from  flaves  to  purchafe  Haves  at  homei 
Fear,  pity,  juftice,  indignation  ftart. 
Tear  off  referve,  and  bare  my  fwelling  heart ; 
Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
I  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 

Yes,  brother,  curfe  with  me  that  baleful  hoar^ 
When  firft  ambition  ftruck  at  regal  pov/er; 

Am 
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And  thus  polluting  honour  in  it's  fource. 
Gave  wealth  to  fway  the  mind  with  double  force. 
Have  we  not  feen,  round  Britain's  peopled  fhore. 
Her  ufefuJ  fons  exchang'd  for  ufelefs  ore  ? 
Seen  all  her  triumphs  but  deltru(ftion  hafte. 
Like  flaring  tapers  bright'ning  as  they  wafte; 
Seen  opulence,  her  grandeur  to  maintain. 
Lead  ftern  depopulation  in  her  tr^in. 
And  ever  fields  where  fcatter'd  hamlets  rofe. 
In  barren  folitary  pomp  repofe  ? 
Have  we  not  feen  at  pleafure's  lordly  call. 
The  fmiiing  long-frequented  village  fall  ? 
Beheld  th^  duteous  fon,  the  fire  decay 'd. 
The  modeft  mat-ron,  and  the  blufhing  maid, 
Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train. 
To  traverfe  climes  beyond  the  weftern  main  ; 
Where  wild  Ofvvego  fpreads  her  fwamps  around. 
And  Niagara  ftuns  with  thund'ring  found  ? 

Even  now,  perhaps,  as  there  fome  pilgrim  ftrays 
Through  tangled  forefts,  and  through  dangerous  vrays ; 
Where  beafts  with  man  divided  empire  claim. 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murd'rous  aim; 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempeft  flies. 
And  all  around  diftrefsful  yells  arife. 
The  penfive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe. 
To  Hop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 
Cafl:s  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  fhine. 
And  bids  his  bofom  fympathize  with  mine. 

Vain,  very  vain,  my  weary  fearch  to  find 
That  blifs  which  only  centers  in  the  mind : 

D  3  Why 
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Why  have  I  ftray'd,  from  pleafure  and  repofe. 
To  feek  a  good  each  government  bellows  ? 
In  every  government,  though  terrors  reign. 
Though  tyrant  kings,  or  tyrant  laws  reftrain. 
How  fmall  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure. 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  caufe  or  cure. 
Still  to  ourfelves  in  every  place  confign'd. 
Our  own  felicity  wc  make  or  find  : 
With  fecret  courfe,  which  no  loud  ftorms  annoy. 
Glides  the  fmocth  current  of  dom.eftic  joy. 
The  lifted  ax,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien's  bed  of  fleel. 
To  men  remote  from  power  but  rarely  known. 
Leave  reafon,  faith,  and  confcietice,  all  our  own* 
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TO     SIR     JOSHUA     REYNOLDS, 

D  E  A  R     S  I  R, 

I  CAN  have  no  expeftaticns  in  an  addrefs  of  this 
kind,  either  to  add  to  your  reputation,  or  to  eftab- 
Jifti  my  own.  You  can  gain  nothing  from  my  admira- 
tion, as  I  am  ignorant  cf  that  art  in  which  you  are  faid 
to  excel ;  and  I  may  lofe  much  by  the  feverity  of"  your 
judgment,  as  few  have  a  jufte-r  tafte  in  poetry  than  you. 
Setting  intereft  therefore  afide,  to  which  I  never  paid 
much  attention,  I  muft  be  indulged  at  prefent  in  fol- 
lowing my  affedtions.  The  only  dedication  I  ever 
made  was  to  my  brother,  becaufe  I  loved  him  better 
than  moft  other  men.  He  is  iince  dead.  Permit  me 
to  infcribe  this  poem  to  you^ 

How  far  you  may  be  pleafed  with  the  verification 
And  meer  mechanical  parts  of  this  attempt,  I  do  not 
pretend  to  inquire ;  but  I  know  you  will  objecT:  (and 
indeed  feveral  of  our  beft  and  wifeft  friends  concur  in 
vthe  opinion)  that  the  depopulation  it  deplores  is  no 
where  to  be  feen,  and  the  diforders  it  laments  are  only 
to  be  found  in  the  poet's  own  imagination.  To  this  I 
can  fcarce  make  any  other  anfwer  than  that  I  fmcerely 
D4.  be- 
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believe  what  I  have  written;  that  I  have  taken  all 
pofiible  pains,  in  my  country  excurfions,  for  thefe  four 
or  five  years  paft,  to  be  certain  of  what  I  allege,  and 
that  all  my  views  and  inquiries  have  led  me  to  believe 
thofe  miferies  real,  which  I  here  attempt  to  difplay. 
But  this  is  not  the  place  to  enter  into  an  inquiry,  whe- 
ther the  country  be  depopulating,  or  not ;  the  difcuflion 
would  take  up  much  room,  and  I  fhould  prove  myfelf, 
at  beft,  an  indifferent  politician,  to  tire  the  reader  with 
a  long  preface,  when  I  want  his  unfatigued  attention 
to  a  long  poem. 

In  regretting  the  depopulation  of  the  country,  I 
inveigh  againft  the  increafe  of  our  luxuries  ;  and  here 
alfo  I  expe<51;  the  Ihout  of  modern  politicians  againft 
me.  For  twenty  or  thirty  years  paft,  it  has  been  the 
faftiion  to  confider  luxury  as  one  of  the  greateft  national 
advantages ;  and  all  the  wifdom  of  antiquity-  in  that 
particular,  as  erroneous.  Still,  however,  I  muft  re- 
main a  profeffed  ancient  on  that  head,  and  continue  to 
think  thofe  luxuries  prejudicial  to  ftates,  by  which  fo 
many  vices  are  introduced,  and  fo  many  kingdoms  have 
been  undone.  Indeed  fo  much  has  been  poured  out  of 
late  on  the  other  fide  of  the  queftion,  that,  meerly  for 
the  fake  of  novelty  and  variety,  one  would  fometimes 
wiih  to  be  in  the  right.     I  am, 

DEAR      SIR, 
yOUR    SINCERE     FRIEND, 

A^'D     ARDENT    ADMIRER, 

OLIVER  GOLDSMITH, 
S^YEET 
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SWEET  Auburn!  lovelieft  village  of  the  plain. 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheer'd  the  labouring  Twain, 
Where  fmiling  fpring  its  earlieft  vifit  paid. 
And  parting  fummer's  lingering  blooms  delay 'd. 
Dear  lovely  bowers  of  innocence  and  eafe. 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  every  fport  could  pleafe. 
How  often  have  I  loiter'd  o'er  thy  green. 
Where  humble  happinefs  endear'd  each  fcene ! 
How  often  have  I  paus'd  on  every  charm. 
The  fhelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  farm. 
The  never-failing  brook,  the  bufy  mill. 
The  decent  church  that  topt  the  neighb'ring  hill. 
The  hawthorn  bufh,  with  feats  beneath  the  ihade. 
For  talking  age  and  whifp'ring  lovers  made ! 
How  often  have  I  bleft  the  coming  day. 
When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play. 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labour  free. 
Led  up  their  fports  beneath  the  fpreading  tree. 
While  many  a  paftime  circled  in  the  ihade. 
The  young  contending  as  the  old  furvey'd; 
And  many  a  gambol  frolick'd  o'er  the  ground. 
And  Heights  of  art  and  feats  of  ftrength  went  round. 
And  ftill  as  each  repeated  pleafure  tir'd. 
Succeeding  fports  the  mirthful  band  infpir'd ; 
The  dancing  pair  that  fimply  fought  renown. 
By  holding  out,  to  tire  each  other  down  ; 
The  fwain  miftruftlefs  of  his  fmutted  face. 
While  fecret  laughter  titter'd  round  the  place; 

The 
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The  bafhful  virgin's  fide-Iong  looks  of  love. 
The  matron's  glance  that  would  thofe  looks  reprove. 
Thefe  were  thy  charms,  fweet  village!  fports  like  thefe. 
With  fweet  fuccefTion,  taught  ev'n  toil  to  pleafe ; 
Thefe  round  thy  bowers  their  chearful  influence  fhed, 
Thefe  were  thy  charms — But  all  thefe  charms  are  fled. 

Sweet  fmiling  village,  lovelieft  of  the  lawn. 
Thy  fports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  withdrawn; 
Amidft  thy  bowers  the  tyrant's  hand  is  feen. 
And  defolation  faddens  all  thy  green: 
One  only  mafter  grafps  the  whole  domain. 
And  half  a  tillage  flints  thy  fmiling  plain; 
No  more  thv  glafly  brook  reflects  the  day. 
But,  choak'd  with  fedges,  works  its  weedy  way; 
Along  thy  glades,  a  folitary  gueft. 
The  hollow  founding  bittern  guards  its  neft; 
Amidft  thy  defert  walks  the  lapwing  flies. 
And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvary'd  cries. 
Sunk  are  thy  bowers  in  fhapelefs  ruin  all. 
And  the  long  grafs  o'ertops  the  mould'ring  wall. 
And,  trembling,  flirinking  from  the  fpoiler's  hand. 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  to  haft'ning  ills  a  prey. 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flouriih,  or  may  fade; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made: 
But  a  bold  peafantry,  their  country's  pride. 
When  once  deflroy'd,  can  never  be  fupply'd. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  griefs  began. 
When  every  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  manj 

Foar 
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For  him  light  labour  fpread  her  wholefome  ftore, 
Juft  gave  what  life  requir'd,  but  gave  no  more  ; 
His  beft  companions,  innocence  and  health  ; 
And  his  beft  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  alter'd  ;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Ufurp  the  land  and  difpoflefs  the  fwain  ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  fcatter'd  hamlets  rofe. 
Unwieldy  wealth,  and  curab'rous  pomp  repofe; 
And  every  want  to  luxury  ally'd. 
And  every  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Thefe  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom, 
Thofe  calm  defires  that  alk'd  but  little  room, 
Thofe  healthful  fports  that  grac'd  the  peaceful  fcene, 
Liv'd  in  each  look,  and  brighten'd  all  the  green  ; 
Thefe,  far  departing,  feek  a  kinder  fnore. 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  more. 

Sweet  Auburn  !  parent  of  the  blifsful  hour. 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confefs  the  tyrant's  power, 
J-Iere,  as  I  take  ray  folitary  rounds, 
Amidft  thy  tangling  walks,  and  ruin'd  grounds. 
And,  many  a  year  elaps'd,  return  to  viev/ 
Where  once  the  cottage  Hood,  the  hawthorn  grew. 
Remembrance  wakes ^^with  all  her  bufy  train. 
Swells  at  my  breaft,  and  turns  the  paft  to  pain. 

In  all  my  wand'rings  round  this  world  of  care. 
In  all  my  griefs — and  God  has  giv'n  my  (hare — ■ 
I  flill  had  hopes  my  lateft  hours  to  crown, 
Amidft  thefe  humble  bowers  to  lay  me  down  ; 
To  huft)and  out  life's  taper  at  the  clofe. 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wafting  by  repofe : 

I  ftill 
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J  ftill  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  flill, 
Amidft  the  fwains  to  ihew  my  book-learn'd  {kill. 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  group  to  draw. 
And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  all  I  faw ; 
And,  as  an  hare  whom  hounds  and  horns  purfue. 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  firft  he  flew, 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  paft. 
Here  to  return — and  die  at  home  at  kft. 

O  bleft  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline. 
Retreats  from  care,  that  never  muft  be  mine. 
How  bleft  is  he  who  crowns  in  (hades  like  thefe, 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  eafe  ; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  ftrong  temptations  try. 
And,  iince  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly ! 
For  him  no  wretches,  born  to  work  and  weep. 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dang*rous  deep ; 
No  fully  porter  ftands  in  guilty  ftate, 
To  fpurn  imploring  famine  from  the  gate ; 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend ; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperceivM  decay. 
While  refignation  gently  Hopes  the  way  ; 
And,  all  his  profpecls  bright'ning  to  the  laft. 
His  Heaven  commences  ere  the  world  be  paft! 

Sweet  was  the  found,  when  oft  at  ev'ning's  clofe. 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rofe  ; 
There,  as  I  paft  with  carelefs  fteps  and  flow. 
The  mino-lino;  notes  came  foften'd  from  below ; 
The  fvvain  refponfive  as  the  milk-maid  fung. 
The  fober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young; 

The 
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The  noify  geefe  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool. 

The  playful  children  juft  let  loofe  from  fchool ; 

The  watch-dog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  v/hifp'ring  wind. 

And  the  loud  laugh  that  fpoke  the  vacant  mind  j 

Thefe  all  in  fweet  confufion  fought  the  (hade. 

And  fill'd  each  paufe  the  nightingale  had  made. 

But  now  the  founds  of  population  fail. 

No  cheerful  murmurs  fiuduate  in  the  gale. 

No  bufy  fteps  the  grafs-grown  foot-way  tread. 

But  all  the  bloomy  fluih  of  life  is  fled. 

AH  but  yon  widow 'd,  folitary  thing. 

That  feebly  bends  befide  the  plafny  fpring ; 

She,  vv'retched  matron,  forc'd,  in  age,  for  bread. 

To  ftrip  the  brook  with  mantling  crefles  fpread. 

To  pick  her  wintry  faggot  from  the  thorn. 

To  feek  her  nightly  fhed,  and  weep  till  morn; 

She  only  left  of  all  the  harmlefs  train. 

The  fad  hiftorian  of  the  penfive  plain. 

Near  yonder  copfe,  where  once  the  garden  fmil'd. 
And  ftill  where  many  a  garden  fiower  grows  v.ild ; 
There,  where  a  few  torn  fhrubs  the  place  difclofe. 
The  village  preacher's  modeft  manfion  rofe. 
A  man  he  v/as,  to  all  the  country  dear. 
And  paifmg  rich  v/ith  forty  pounds  a  year ; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race. 
Nor  ere  had  changed,  nor  wilh'd  to  change  his  place ; 
Unlkillful  he  to  fawn,  or  feek  for  power. 
By  do(^trines  fafhion'd  to  the  var\'ing  hour; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learn'd  to  prize. 
Mors  bent  to  raife  the  wretched  than  to  rife. 

His 
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His  houfe  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  their  wand'rings,  but  reliev'd  their  pain, 
The  long-remember'd  beggar  was  his  gueft, 
"vVhofe  beard  defcending  fwept  his  aged  breaft  ; 
The  ruin'd  fpendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
Claim'd  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allow'd ; 
The  broken  foldier,  kindly  bade  to  ftay. 
Sate  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or  tales  of  forrow  done, 
Shoulder'd  his  crutch,  and  fhew'd  how  fields  were  won. 
Pleas'd  with  his  guefts,  the  good  man  learn'd  to  glow. 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
Carelefs  their  merits,  or  th^^ir  faults  to  fcan. 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride. 
And  even  his  failings  lean'd  to  Virtue's  fide ; 
But  in  his  duty  prompt  at  every  call. 
He  watch'd  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt,  for  all. 
And,  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries. 
To  tempt  its  nevv-fledg'd  offspring  to  the  Ikies ; 
He  tried  each  art,  reprov'd  each  dull  delay, 
Allur'd  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  wav. 
Eefide  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid. 
And  forrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  difmay'd. 
The  rev'rend  champion  flood.     At  his  controul, 
Defpair  and  anguifli  £ed  the  flruggling  foul ; 
Com.fort  came  down  the  trembling  wreteh  to  raife. 
And  his  laft  fault'ring  accents  whifper'd  praife. 
At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffeded  grace. 
His  looks  adorn'd  the  venerable  places 

Truti 
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Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  fway. 

And  fools,  who  came  to  fcofF,  remain'd  to  pray. 

The  fervlce  paft,  around  the  pious  man. 

With  ready  zeal,  each  honeft  ruftic  ran  ; 

Even  children  follow'd  with  endearing  wile. 

And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  fhare  the  good  man's  fmile. 

His  ready  fmile  a  parent's  warmth  exprell. 

Their  welfare  pleas'd  him,  and  their  cares  diftreft ; 

To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  w^ere  given. 

But  all  his  ferious  thoughts  had  reft  in  heaven. 

As  fome  tall  cliff  that  lifts  its  av,-ful  form. 

Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  dorm. 

Though  round  its  bread  the  rolling  clouds  are  fpread. 

Eternal  funfhine  fettles  on  its  head. 

Bcfide  yon  draggling  fence  that  ftiirts  the  way. 
With  bloffom'd  furze  unprofitably  gay. 
There,  in  his  noify  manfion,  Ikill'd  to  rule. 
The  village  mailer  taught  his  little  fchool ; 
A  man  fevere  he  was,  and  ftern  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truaiit  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  learn'd  to  trace 
The  day's  difafters  in  his  m.oming  face; 
Full  well  they  laugh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
Full  well  the  bufy  whifper  circling  round. 
Convey 'd  the  difmal  tidings  when  he  frown'd ; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  fevere  in  aught. 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault ; 
The  village  all  declar'd  how  much  he  knev/ ; 
"Twas  certain  he  could  write,  and  cypher  too; 

Lands 
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Lands  he  could  meafure,  terms  and  tides  prefage, 
And  even  the  flory  lan  that  he  could  guage  : 
In  arguing  too,  the  parfon  own'd  his  fkill. 
For  even  though  vanquiflx'd,  he  could  argue  ftill ; 
Vv  Iiile  words  of  learned  length,  and  thund'ring  found, 
Amaz'd  the  gazing  ruftics  rang'd  around. 
And  ftill  tliey  gaz'd,  and  ftill  the  wonder  grew. 
That  one  fmall  head  could  carry  all  he  knew. 

But  paft  is  all  his  fame-     The  very  fpot 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph'd,  is  forgot. 
Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on  high. 
Where  once  the  fign-poft  caught  the  pafling  eye. 
Low  lies  that  houfe  where  nut-brown  draughts  infpir'd. 
Where  grey-beard  rairth,  and  fmiling  toil  retir'd, 
VvTieie  village  ftatefmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
Imagination  fondly  ftoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  fplendors  of  that  feftive  place  ; 
The  white-waili'd  wall,  the  nicely  fanded  floor. 
The  varnifh'd  clock  that  click'd  behind  the  door  j 
The  cheft  ccntriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  cheft  of  drawers  by  day ; 
The  pidures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  ufe. 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goofe ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day. 
With  afpen  boughs,  and  flou-ers  and  fennel  gay. 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wifely  kept  for  ihew, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  gliften'd  in  a  row. 

Vain  tranfitory  fplendor !  could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  manfion  from  it's  fall  1 

Obfcure 
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Obfcure  it  finks,  nor  fhall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart ; 
Thither  no  more  the  peafant  Ihall  repair. 
To  fweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care; 
No  more  the  farmer's  news,  the  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  wood-man's  ballad  fhall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  fmith  his  dufky  brow  Ihall  clear. 
Relax  his  pond'rous  ftrength,  and  lean  to  hear; 
The  hoft  himfelf  no  longer  fhall  be  found 
Careful  to  fee  the  mantling  blifs  go  round; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  prefl. 
Shall  kifs  the  cup  to  pafs  it  to  the  reft. 

Yes !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  difdain, 
Thefe  fimple  bleffmgs  of  the  lowly  train. 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  glofs  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  Nature  has  its  play. 
The  foul  adopts,  and  owns  their  firft-born  fway : 
Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
Unenvy'd,  unmolefted,  unconfin'd. 
But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  mafquerade. 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array'd. 
In  thefe,  ere  triflers  half  their  wifh  obtain. 
The  toiling  pleafure  fickens  into  pain ; 
And,  even  while  fafhion's  brighteft  arts  decoy. 
The  heart  diftrufting  alks,  if  this  be  joy  ? 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  ftatefmen  who  funey 
The  rich  man's  joys  encreafe,  the  poor's  decay, 
'Tis  yours  to  judge,  how  wide  the  limits  ftand 
Between  a  fplendid  and  an  happy  land. 

Vol.  LXX.  E  Proud 
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Proud  fwells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore. 

And  fhouting  Folly  hails  them  from  her  fhore ; 

Hoards,  even  beyond  the  mifer's  wifh  abound. 

And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  world  around. 

Yet  count  our  gains.     This  wealth  is  but  a  name 

That  leaves  our  ufeful  produft  ft  ill  the  fame. 

Not  fo  the  lofs.     The  man  of  wealth  and  pride. 

Takes  up  a  fpace  that  many  poor  fupply'd  ; 

Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  bounds. 

Space  for  his  horfes,  equipage  and  hounds : 

The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  filken  floth. 

Has  robb'd  the  neighbounng  fields  of  half  their  growth; 

His  feat,  where  folitary  fports  are  feen. 

Indignant  fpurns  the  cottage  from  the  green ; 

Around  the  world  each  needful  product  flies. 

For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  fupplies. 

While  thus  the  land  adorn'd  for  pleafure  all 

In  barren  fpiendor  feebly  v/aits  the  fall. 

As  fome  fair  female  unadorn'd  and  plain. 
Secure  to  pleafe  while  youth  confirms  her  reign. 
Slights' every  borrow'd  charm  that  drefs  fupplies. 
Nor  fliares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes : 
But  when  thofe  charms  are  paft,  for  charms  are  frail. 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail. 
She  then  fnines  forth,  folicitous  to  blefs. 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  drefs. 
Thus  fares  the  land,  by  luxury  betray'd. 
In  nature's  fimpleft  charms  at  firft  array 'd. 
But  verging  to  decline,  its  fplendors  rife. 
Its  viflas  lirikc,  its  palaces  furprife ; 

While, 
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While,  fcourg'd  by  famine  from  the  fmiling  land. 
The  mournful  peafant  leads  his  humble  band ; 
And  while  he  fmks,  without  one  arm  to  fave. 
The  country  blooms — a  garden,  and  a  grave. 

Where  then,  ah !  where  fhall  poverty  refide. 
To  'fcape  the  prefTure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 
If  to  fome  common's  fencelefs  limits  ftray'd. 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  fcanty  blade, 
Thofe  fencelefs  fields  the  fons  of  wealth  divide. 
And  even  the  bare-worn  common  is  deny'd. 

If  to  the  city  fped — What  waits  him  there  ? 
To  fee  profufion  that  he  muft  not  fhare ; 
To  fee  ten  thoufand  baneful  arts  combin'd 
To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind ; 
To  fee  each  joy  the  fons  of  pleafure  know. 
Extorted  from  his  fellow-creature's  woe. 
Here,  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade. 
There  the  pale  artift  plies  the  fickly  trade ; 
Here,  while  the  proud  their  long-drawn  pomps  difplay. 
There  the  black  gibbet  glooms  befide  the  way. 
The  dome  where  Pleafure  holds  her  midnight  reign. 
Here,  richly  deckt,  admits  the  gorgeous  train ; 
Tumultuous  grandeur  crouds  the  blazing  fquare. 
The  rattling  chariots  clafh,  the  torches  glare. 
Sure  fcenes  like  thefe  no  troubles  ere  annoy ! 
Sure  thefe  denote  one  univerfal  joy ! 
Are  thefe  thy  ferious  thoughts — Ah,  turn  thine  eyes 
Where  the  poor  houfelefs  (hiv'ring  female  lies. 
She  once,  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blefl:. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  diftreft  j 

E  2  Her 
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Her  modeft  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 

Sweet  as  the  primrofe  peeps  beneath  the  thorn ; 

Now  loft  to  all;  her  friends,  her  virtue  fled. 

Near  her  betrayer's  door  fhe  lays  her  head. 

And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  Ihrinking  from  the  fliower, 

With  heavy  heart  deplores  that  lucklefs  hour. 

When  idly  firft,  ambitious  of  the  town. 

She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  fweet  Auburn,  thine,  the  loveliefl  train. 
Do  thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  ? 
Even  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hunger  led. 
At  proud  mens  doors  they  afk  a  little  bread ! 

Ah,  no.     To  diftant  climes,  a  dreary  fcene. 
Where  half  the  convex  world  intrudes  between. 
Through  torrid  trafts  with  fainting  fteps  they  go. 
Where  wild  Altama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 
Far  different  there  from  all  that  charm'd  before. 
The  various  terrors  of  that  horrid  fhore  ; 
Thofe  blazing  funs  that  dart  a  downward  ray. 
And  fiercely  fhed  intolerable  day  ; 
Thofe  matted  woods  where  birds  forget  to  fmg. 
But  fdent  bats  in  drowfy  cluflers  cling  ; 
Thofe  pois'nous  fields  with  rank  luxuriance  crovai'd. 
Where  tlie  dark  fcorpion  gathers  death  around  ; 
Where  at  each  ftep  the  ftranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrors  of  the  vengeful  fnake; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  haplefs  prey. 
And  favage  men  more  murd'rous  ft  ill  than  they  ; 
While  oft  in  w^hirls  the  mad  tornado  flies. 
Mingling  the  ravag'd  landfcape  with  the  flcies. 

Far 
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Far  different  thefe  from  evety  former  fcene. 
The  cooling  brook,  the  grafiy  vefted  green. 
The  breezy  covert  of  the  warbling  grove. 
That  only  Ihelter'd  thefts  of  harmlefs  love. 

Good  Heaven !  what  forrowsgloom'd  that  parting  day. 
That  call'd  them  from  their  native  walks  away  ; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  every  pleafure  paft. 
Hung  round  the  bowers,  and  fondly  look'd  their  lafl. 
And  took  a  long  farewel,  and  wifh'd  in  vain 
For  feats  like  thefe  beyond  the  weftem  main  ; 
And  fhudd'ring  ftill  to  face  the  diftant  deep, 
Return'd  and  wept,  and  flill  returned  to  weep. 
The  good  old  fire,  the  firft  preparM  to  go; 
To  new-found  worlds,  and  wept  for  other's  woe ; 
But  for  himfelf,  in  confcious  virtue  brave. 
He  only  wifh'd  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave. 
His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tears. 
The  fond  companion  of  his  helplefs  years. 
Silent  went  next,  negleftful  of  her  charms. 
And  left  a  lover  "s  for  a  father's  arms. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  fpoke  her  woes. 
And  bleft  the  cot  where  every  pleafure  rofe ; 
And  kili  her  thoughtlefs  babes  with  many  a  tear. 
And  clafpt  them  clofe,  in  forrow  doubly  dear ; 
Whilft  her  fond  huiband  ftrove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  filent  manlinefs  of  grief. 

O,  luxury  !  thou  curft  by  heaven's  decree. 
How  ill  exchang'd  are  things  like  thefe  for  thee-! 
How  do  thy  potions  with  infidious  joy, 
Diffufe  their  pleafures  only  to  deftroy  ! 

E  3  Kingdoms 
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Kingdoms  by  thee,  to  fickly  greatnefs  grown, 

Boaft  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own. 

At  every  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 

A  bloated  mafs  of  rank  unwieldy  woe; 

Till  fapp'd  their  ftrength,  and  every  part  unfound, 

Down,  down  they  fmk,  and  fpread  a  ruin  round. 

Even  now  the  devaftation  is  begun. 
And  half  the  bufmefs  of  deftrudion  done  ; 
Even  now,  methinks,  as  pond'ring  here  I  ftand, 
I  fee  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land. 
Down  where  yon  anchoring  vefTel  fpreads  the  fail 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  every  gale, 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pafs  from  the  fhore,  and  darken  all  the  ftrand. 
Contented  toil,  and  hofpitable  care. 
And  kind  connubial  tendernefs,  are  there ; 
And  piety  with  wiflies  plac'd  above. 
And  fl:eady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 
And  thou,  fweet  Poetry,  thou  lovelieft  maid. 
Still  firft  to  fly  where  fenfual  joys  invade ; 
Unfit  in  thefe  degenerate  times  of  Ihame, 
To  catch  the  heart,  or  ftrike  for  honefl:  fame  ; 
Dear  charming  nymph,  negle<5^ed  and  decry'd. 
My  fhame  in  crouds,  my  folitary  pride. 
Thou  fource  of  all  m,y  blifs,  and  all  my  woe. 
That  found'ft  me  poor  at  firil,  and  keep'ft  me  fo  ; 
Thou  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel. 
Thou  nurfe  of  every  virtue,  fare  thee  well, 
Farewel,  and  O  !  where'er  thy  voice  be  try'd. 
On  Torno's  cliffs,  or  Parabamarca's  fide. 

Whether 
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Whether  where  equinoftial  fervours  glow. 
Or  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  fnow. 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  time, 
Redrefs  the  rigours  of  th'  inclement  'clime ; 
Aid  flighted  truth,  with  thy  perfuafive  ftrain; 
Teach  erring  man  to  fpurn  the  rage  of  gain  ; 
Teach  him,  that  ftates  of  native  ftrength  poffeft. 
Though  very  poor,  may  ftill  be  very  bleft ; 
That  trade's  proud  empire  hailes  to  fA'ift  decay. 
As  ocean  fweeps  the  labour'd  mole  away ; 
While  felf-dependent  power  can  time  defy. 
As  rocks  reiift  the  billows  ar.d  the  Iky, 


THE      GIFT:     TO      IRIS, 

IN    BOW-STREET,    COVENT-GAELDEN. 

SA  Y,  cruel  Iris,  pretty  rake. 
Dear  mercenary  beauty. 
What  annual  off'ring  fhall  I  make 
Exprefiive  of  my  duty  ? 

My  heart,  a  viftim  to  thine  eyes. 

Should  I  at  once  deliver. 
Say,  would  the  angry  fair-one  prize 

The  gift,  who  flights  the  giver  ? 

A  bill,  a  jewel,  watch,  or  toy. 

My  rivals  give — and  let  'em. 
If  gems,  or  gold,  import  a  joy, 

I'll  give  them — when  I  get  'em. 

E  4  111 
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I'll  give — but  not  the  full-blown  rofe. 

Or  rofe-bud  more  in  falhion ; 
Such  Ihort-liv'd  ofF'rIngs  but  difclofe 

A  tranfitory  paflion. 

I'll  give  thee  fomething  yet  unpaid. 

Not  lefs  fincere,  than  civil : 
I'll  give  thee — ah  !  too  charming  maid, 

ril  eive  thee — to  the  devil. 

o 


EPITAPH    ON    DR.    PARNELL. 

THIS  tomb  infcribed  to  gentle  Par n ell's  name. 
May  fpeak  our  gratitude,  but  not  his  fame. 
What  heart  but  feels  his  fweetly-moral  lay. 
That  leads  to  truth  through  pleafure's  flowery  way  ? 
Celeftial  themes  confefs'd  his  tuneful  aid  ; 
And  heaven,  that  lent  him  genius,  was  repaid. 
Needlefs  to  him  the  tribute  we  beftow. 
The  tranfitory  breath  of  fame  below  : 
More  lafting  rapture  from  his  works  fhall  rife. 
While  converts  thank  their  poet  in  the  fkies, 

EPILOGUE    TO    THE    COMEDY    OF 
THE     SISTERS. 

WH  AT  ?  five  long  ads — and  all  to  make  us  wifer  ! 
Our  authorefs  fure  has  wanted  an  advifer. 
Had  Ihe  confulted  me,  fhe  (hould  have  made 
Her  moral  play  a  fpeaking  mafquerade ; 

Warm'd 
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Warm'd  up  each  buftling  fcene,  and  in  her  rage 

Have  emptied  all  the  green-room  on  the  ftage. 

My  life  on't,  this  had  kept  her  play  from  fmking  ; 

Have  pleas'd  our  eyes,  and  fav'd  the  pain  of  thinking. 

Well,  fmce  fhe  thus  has  Ihewn  her  want  of  Ikil], 

What  if  I  give  a  mafquerade  ? — I  will. 

But  how  ?  ay,  there's  the  rub !   [pauji^ig] — I've  got  my 

cue : 
The  world's  a  mafquerade!  the  mafquers,  you,  you, 

you.  [To  Boxes,  Pit,  mid  Gallery, 

Lud  !  what  a  group  the  motley  fcene  difclofes ! 

Falfe  wits,  falfe  wives,  f\ilfe  virgins,  and  falfe  fpoufes! 

Statefmen  with  bridles  on  ;  and,  clofe  befide  'em. 

Patriots  in  party-colour'd  fuits  that  ride  'em. 

There  Hebes,  turn'd  of  fifty,  try  once  more 

To  raife  a  flame  in  Cupids  of  threefcore. 

Thefe  in  their  turn,  with  appetites  as  keen, 

Deferting  fifty,  faften  on  fifteen. 

Mifs,  not  yet  full  fifteen,  with  fire  uncommon. 

Flings  down  her  fampler,  and  takes  up  the  woman : 

The  little  urchin  fmiles,  and  fpreads  her  lure. 

And  tries  to  kill,  ere  fhe's  got  power  to  cure. 

Thus  'tis  with  all — their  chief  and  conitant  care 

Is  to  feem  every  thing — but  what  they  are. 

Yon  broad,  bold,  angry  fpark,  I  fix  my  eye  on. 

Who  feems  t*  have  robb'd  his  vizor  from  the  lion ; 

Who  frowns,  and  talks,  and  fwears,  with  round  parade. 

Looking,  as  who  Ihould  fay,  dam 'me !  who's  afraid  ? 

[Mimicking, 
Strip  but  this  vizor  off,  and  fure  I  am 

You'll  find  his  lionlhip  a  very  lamb. 

Yon 
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Yon  politician,  famous  in  debate. 

Perhaps,  to  vulgar  eyes,  beftrides  the  ftate  ; 

Yet,  when  he  deigns  his  real  fliape  t'  affume. 

He  turns  old  woman,  and  beftrides  a  broom. 

Yon  patriot,  too,  who  prefles  on  your  fight. 

And  feems  to  every  gazer,  all  in  white. 

If  with  a  bribe  his  candour  you  attack. 

He  bows,  turns  round,  and  whip — the  man  is  black ! 

Yon  critic,  too — but  whither  do  I  run  ? 

If  I  proceed,  our  bard  will  be  undone ! 

Well  then  a  truce,  fmce  Ihe  requefts  it  too : 

Do  you  fpare  her,  and  I'll  for  once  fpare  you* 
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THE 

HAUNCH     OF     VENISON, 

A 

POETICAL       EPISTLE, 

T    o 

LORD       CLARE.      1765. 

THANKS,  my  lord,  for  your  venifon,  for  finer 
or  fatter 
Never  rang'd  in  a  foreft,  or  fmoak'd  in  a  platter; 
The  haunch  was  a  pi(5lure  for  painters  to  ftudy. 
The  fat  was  fo  white,  and  the  lean  was  fo  ruddy ; 
Though  my  ftomach  was  fharp,  I  could  fcarce  help  re- 
gretting. 
To  fpoil  fuch  a  delicate  pi(flure  by  eating ; 
J  had  thoughts,  in  my  chambers,  to  place  it  in  view. 
To  be  fhewn  to  my  friends  as  a  piece  of  virtu  ; 
As  in  fome  Irifh  houfes,  where  things  are  fo  fo. 
One  gammon  of  bacon  hangs  up  for  a  fhow  : 
But,  for  eating  a  rafher  of  what  they  take  pride  in. 
They'd  as  foon  think  of  eating  the  pan  it  is  fry'd  in. 
But  hold — let  me  paufe — don't  I  hear  you  pronounce. 
This  tale  of  the  bacon's  a  damnable  bounce  ; 
Well,  fuppofe  it  a  bounce — fure  a  poet  may  tr}'. 
By  a  bounce  now  and  then,  to  get  courage  to  fly. 

But, 
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But,  mv  lord,  it's  no  bounce  :  I  proteft  in  my  turn. 
It's  a  truth— and  your  lordihip  may  afk  Mr.  Burn.  * 
To  go  on  with  my  tale — as  I  gaz'd  on  the  haunch ; 
I  thought  of  a  friend  that  was  trufty  and  ftaunch. 
So  I  cut  it,  and  fent  it  to  Reynolds  undreft. 
To  paint  it,  or  eat  it,  juft  as  he  lik'd  beft. 
Of  the  neck  and  the  breaft  I  had  next  to  difpofe ; 
*T\vas  a  neck  and  a  breaft  that  might  rival  Monroe's : 
But  in  parting  with  thefe  I  was  puzzled  again, 
With  the  how,  and  the  who,  and  the  where,  and  the 

when; 
There's  H— d,  and  C— y,  and  H— rth,  and  H—ff, 
I  think  they  love  venifon — I  know  they  love  beef. 
There's  my  countryman  Higgins — Oh  !  let  him  alone. 
For  making  a  blunder,  or  picking  a  bone. 
But  hang  it — to  poets  who  feldom  can  eat. 
Your  very  good  mutton's  a  very  good  treat ; 
Such  dainties  to  them  their  health  it  might  hurt. 
It's  like  fending  them  ruffles,  when  wanting  a  ihirt. 
While  thus  I  debated,  in  reverie  center'd. 
An  acquaintance,  a  friend  as  he  call'd  himfelf,  enter'd  ; 
An  under-bred,  fine-fpoken  fellow  was  he. 
And  he  fmil'd  as  he  look'd  at  the  venifon  and  me. 
*'  What  have  we  got  here  ? — Why  this  is  good  eating ! 
Your  own  I  fuppofe — or  is  it  in  waiting  ?" 
<«  Why  whofe  ihould  it  be  ?  cried  I  with  a  flounce, 
I  get  thefe  things  often  ; — but  that  was  a  bounce  : 
Some  lords,  my  acquaintance,  that  fettle  the  nation. 
Are  pleas'd  to  be  kind—but  I  hate  oftentation." 
♦  Lord  Clare's  nephew. 
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•*  If  that  be  the  cafe  then,  cried  he,  very  gay, 
I'm  glad  I  have  taken  this  houfe  in  my  way. 
To-morrow  you  take  a  poor  dinner  with  me ; 
No  words — I  infift  on't — precifely  at  three  : 
We'll  have  Johnfon,  and  Burke,  all  the  wits  will  be 

there ; 
My  acquaintance  is  flight,  or  I'd  a(k  my  lord  Clare. 
And,  now  that  I  think  on't,  as  I  am  a  fmner ! 
We  wanted  this  venifon  to  make  out  the  dinner. 
What  fay  you — a  party,  it  ihall,  and  it  rauft. 
And  my  wife,  little  Kitty,  is  famous  for  crull. 
Here,  porter — this  venifon  with  me  to  Mile-end ; 
No  flirring — I  beg — my  dear  friend — my  dear  friend  !'* 
Thus  fnatching  his  hat,  he  brufht  off  like  the  w  ind. 
And  the  porter  and  eatables  follow'd  behind. 

Left  alone  to  refleft,  having  emptied  my  Ihelf, 
And  **  nobody  with  me  at  fea  but  myfelf ;"  * 
Tho'  I  could  not  help  thinking  my  gentleman  hafty. 
Yet  Johnfon,  and  Burke,  and  a  good  venifon  pafty. 
Were  things  that  I  never  diflik'd  in  my  life. 
Though  clogg'd  wdth  a  coxcomb,  and  Kitty  his  wife. 
So  next  day  in  due  fplendour  to  make  my  approach, 
I  drove  to  his  door  in  my  own  hackney-coach. 

When  come  to  the  place  where  we  all  were  to  dine, 
(A  chair-lumber'd  clofet  juft  twelve  feet  by  nine:) 
My  friend  bade  m.e  welcome,  but  (Iruck  me  quite  dumb. 
With  tidings  that  Johnfon,  and  Burke  v,ould  not  come  ; 

*  See  the  letters  that  pafled  between  his  royal  higbnefs  Henry 
duke  of  Cumberliind,  and  lady  Grol'venor — 1;0.    1769. 

*'  For 
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"  For  I  knew  it,"  he  cried,  "  both  eternally  fail. 
The  one  with  his  fpeeches,  and  t'other  with  Thrale; 
But  no  matter,  I'll  warrant  we'll  make  up  the  party. 
With  two  full  as  clever,  and  ten  times  as  hearty. 
The  one  is  a  Scotchman,  the  other  a  Jew, 
They  both  of  them  merry,  and  authors  like  you  ; 
The  one  writes  the  Snarler,  the  other  the  Scourge ; 
Some  thinks  he  writes  Cinna — he  owns  to  Panurge." 
While  thus  he  defcribed  them  by  trade  and  by  name. 
They  enter 'd,  and  dinner  was  ferv'd  as  they  came. 

At  the  top  a  fried  liver,  and  bacon  were  feen. 
At  the  bottom  was  tripe,  in  a  fwinging  tureen ; 
At  the  fides  there  was  fpinnage  and  pudding  made  hot ; 
In  the  middle  a  place  where  the  pafty — was  not. 
Now,  my  lord,  as  for  tripe  it's  my  utter  averfion. 
And  your  bacon  I  hate  like  a  Turk  or  a  Perfian, 
So  there  I  fat  ftuck,  like  a  horfe  in  a  pound. 
While  the  bacon  and  liver  went  merrily  round  : 
But  what  vex'd  me  moft,  was  that  d 'd  Scottilh 

rogue. 
With  his  long-winded  fpeeches,   his  fmiles  and  his 

brogue. 
And,  *'  madam,  quoth  he,  may  this  bit  be  my  poifon, 
A  prettier  dinner  I  never  fet  eyes  on ; 
Pray  a  (lice  of  your  liver,  though  may  I  be  curft. 
But  I've  eat  of  your  tripe,  till  I'm  ready  to  burft." 
"  The  tripe,  quoth  the  Jew,  with  his  chocolate  cheek, 
I  could  dine  on  this  tripe  feven  days  in  the  week ; 
I  like  thefe  here  dinners  fo  pretty  and  fmall ; 
But  your  friend  there,  the  dodor,  eats  nothing  at  all." 
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*<  O — oh  !  quoth  my  friend,  he'll  come  on  in  a  trice. 

He's  keeping  a  corner  for  fomething  that's  nice  : 

There's  a  pafty" — *«  a  pafty  !  repeated  the  Jew ; 

I  don't  care,  if  I  keep  a  corner  for't  too." 

"  What  the  de'il,  mon,  a  pafty  !  re-echo'd  the  Scot; 

Though  fplitting,  I'll  ftill  keep  a  comer  for  that." 

"  We'll  all  keep  a  corner,  the  lady  cried  out ;" 

"  We'll  all  keep  a  comer  was  echo'd  about." 

Wliile  thus  we  refolv'd,  and  the  pafty  delay'd. 

With  looks  that  quite  petrified,  enter'd  the  maid; 

A  vifage  fo  fad,  and  fo  pale  with  affright, 

Wak'd  Priam  in  drawing  his  curtains  by  night. 

But  we  quickly  found  out,  for  who  could  miftake  her  ? 

That  ihe  came  with  fome  terrible  news  from  the  baker; 

And  fo  it  fell  out,  for  that  negligent  floven. 

Had  {hut  out  the  pafty  on  (hutting  his  oven. 

Sad  Philomel  thus — but  let  fimilies  drop — 

And  now  that  I  think  on  't,  the  ftory  may  ftop. 

To  be  plain,  n^-  good  lord,  it's  but  labour  mifplac*d. 

To  fend  fuch  good  verfes  to  one  of  your  tafte ; 

You've  got  an  odd  fomething — a  kind  of  difceming— - 

A  relifh— a  tafte — ficken'd  over  by  learning ; 

At  leaft,  it's  your  temper,  as  very  well  known. 

That  you  think  very  flightly  of  all  that's  your  own : 

So,  perhaps,  in  your  habits  of  thinking  amifs. 

You  may  make  a  miftake,  and  think  Illghtly  of  this. 


FROM 
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FROM    THE    ORATORIO    OF    THE 
CAPTIVITY. 

SONG. 

'TPHE  wretch  condemn'd  with  life  to  part, 

-^       Still,  flill  on  hope  relies ; 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 
Bids  expectation  rife. 

Hope,  like  the  glimm'ring  taper's  light. 

Adorns  and  cheers  the  way ; 
And  ft  ill,  as  darker  grows  the  night. 

Emits  a  brighter  ray. 


SONG. 

O  Memory  !  thjDu  fond  deceiver. 
Still  importunate  and  vain. 
To  former  joys,  recurring  ever. 

And  turning  all  the  paft  to  pain  ; 

Thou,  like  the  world,  the  oppreft  opprefling. 
Thy  fmiles  increafe  the  wretch's  woe ; 

And  he  who  wants  each  other  bleifmg. 
In  thee  muft  ever  find  a  foe. 

THE 


J 
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THE    CLOWN'S    REPLY. 
O  H  N  TROTT  was  defired  by  two  witty  peers. 
To  tell  them  the  reafon  why  affes  had  ears  ? 
«'  An't  pleafe  you,"  quoth  John,  "  I'm  not  given  to 

*'  letters, 
*'  Nor  dare  I  pretend  to  know  more  than  my  betters, 
*'  Howe'er  from  this  time  I  fhall  ne'er  fee  your  graces, 
"  As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd !  without  thinking  on  affes." 
Edinburgh,  1753. 

EPITAPH  ON  EDWARD  PURDON.  * 

HERE  lies  poor  Ned  Purdon,  from  mifery  freed. 
Who  long  was  a  bookfeller's  hack ; 
He  led  fuch  a  damnable  life  in  this  world,— 
I  don't  think  he'll  wifh  to  come  back. 

AN        ELEGY 

ON      THE      GLORY      OF      HER     SEX, 

MRS.    MARY    BLAIZE. 

GOOD  people  all,  with  one  accord. 
Lament  for  madam  Elaize, 

Who  never  wanted  a  good  word 

From  thofe  who  fpoke  her  praife. 

*  This  gentleman  was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin ; 
but  having  wafted  his  patrimony,  he  enlifted  as  a  foot  foldier. 
Growing  tired  of  that  employment,  he  obtained  his  difcharge, 
and  became  a  fcribbler  in  the  news-papers.  He  tranflated  Vol- 
taire's Henri  ADE. 

Vol.  LXX.  F  The 
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The  needy  feldom  pafs'd  her  door. 

And  always  found  her  kind  ; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  poor,— 

Who  left  a  pledge  behind. 

She  ftfove  the  neighbourhood  to  pleafe. 
With  manners  wond'rous  winning ; 

And  never  follow'd  wicked  ways, 
Unlefs  when  ihe  was  finning. 

A.t  church,  in  filks  and  fatins  new. 

With  hoop  of  monftrous  fize  ; 
She  never  fl umber 'd  in  her  pew,— 

But  when  fhe  fhut  her  eyes. 

Her  love  v.as  fought,  I  do  aver. 

By  twenty  beaux  and  more ; 
The  king  himftlf  has  follow'd  her, — 

When  fVie  has  walk'd  before. 

But  now  her  wealth  and  finery  fled. 

Her  hangers-on  cut  (hort  all ; 
The  doctors  found,  when  Ihe  was  dead, — 

Her  lart  diforder  mortal. 

I^t  us  lament,  in  forrow  fore. 

For  Kent-ftreet  well  may  fay. 
That  had  Ihe  lived  a  twelvemonth  more,— 

She  had  not  dy'd  to-day. 


R  E  T  A- 


RETALIATION; 

A 

P  O  E  M.   * 

OF  old,  when  Scarron  his  companions  invited. 
Each  gueft  brought  his  di(h,  and  the  feaft  was 

united* 
If  our  +  landlord  fupplies  us  with  beef,  and  with  fifh. 
Let  each  gueft  bring  himfelf,  and  he  brings  the  beil 

difti: 
Our  J  dean  Ihall  be  venifon,  juft  frefh  from  the  plains; 
Our  §  Burke  (hall  be  tongue,  with  a  garnifh  of  brains  ; 
Our  II  Will  ihall  be  wild  fowl,  of  excellent  flavour. 
And  f  Dick  with  his  pepper  fhall  heighten  their  favour : 

*  Firft  printed  in  1774,  after  the  author's  death.  Dr.  Gold- 
fmith  and  fome  of  his  fiiends  occafionally  dined  at  the  St. 
James's  CofFee-houfe— -One  day  it  was  propofed  to  write  epitaphs 
on  him.  His  country,  diale£l,  and  perfon,  furnifhed  fubje<Ss  of 
witicifm.  He  was  called  on  for  Retaliation,  and  at  their 
next  meeting,  produced  the  following  poem. 

-|-  The  mafter  of  the  St.  James's  CofFee-houfe,  where  the 
do£lor,  and  the  friends  he  has  charaderized  in  this  poem)  occa- 
fiunally  dined. 

\  Doftor  Barnard,  dean  of  Derry  in  Ireland. 

^  Mr.  Edmund  Burke. 

II  Mr.  William  Burke,  late  fecretary  to  general  Conway,  and 
member  for  Bedwin. 

^  Mr.  Richard  Burke,  colkaor  of  GranaJi. 

F  2  Oar 
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Our  *  CiiiTiberland's  fweet-bread  its  place  fhall  cbtai 
And  +  Douglas  is  pudding,  fubftantial  and  plain : 
Our  J  Garriek's  a  fallad  ;  for  in  him  we  fee 
Oil,  vinegar,  fugar,  and  faltnefs  agree : 
To  make  out  the  dinner,  full  certain  I  am. 
That  §  Ridge  is  anchovy,  and  ||  Reynolds  is  lamb ; 
That  H  Hickey's  a  capon,  and,  by  the  fame  rule. 
Magnanimous  Goldfmith,  a  goofberry  fool. 
At  a  dinner  fo  various,  at  fuch  a  repaft, 
"V^'ho'd  not  be  a  glutton,  and  Hick  to  the  laft  ? 
Here,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  me  fit  while  I'am  able, 
'Till  all  my  companions  fink  under  the  table ; 
Then,  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircling  my  head. 
Let  me  ponder,  and  tell  v.hat  I  think  of  the  dead. 
Here  lies  the  good  **  dean,  re-united  to  earth, 
\ATio  mixt  reafon  with  pleafure,  and  wifdom  with  mirth  : 
If  he  had  any  faults,  he  has  left  us  in  doubt. 
At  leaft,  in  fix  weeks,  I  could  not  find  'em  out ; 

*  Mr.  Richard  Cumberland,  author  of  the  Weft -Indian, 
Jaftiionable  Lover,  the  Brothers,  and  other  dramatic  pieces. 

■f  Doctor  Douglas,  canon  of  Windfor,  an  ingenious  Scotch 
gentleman,  who  has  no  lefs  diftinguiflied  himfelf  as  a  citizen  of 
the  world,  than  a  fonnd  critic,  in  detefting  fcveral  literary  mif- 
take.e  (or  rather  forgeries)  of  his  countrymen  ;  particularly 
Lauder  on  Milton,  and  Bower's  Hiftory  of  the  Popes. 

;J;  David  Garrick,  efqj 

^  Counfellor  John  Ridge,  a  gentleman  belonging  to  the  Iriih 
tar. 

il   Sir  Jofhua  Reynolds. 

I[[   An  eminent  attorney. 

**  Vide  page  67. 

Yet 
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Yet  fome  have  declared,  and  it  can't  be  denied  'eni, 
I'hat  fly -boots  was  curfedly  cunning  to  hide  'em. 

Here  lies  our  good  *  Edmund,  whofe  genius  was  fuch. 
We  fcarcely  can  praife  it,  or  blame  it  too  much  j 
Who,  born  for  the  univerfe,  narrow'd  his  mind. 
And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind. 
Though  fraught  with  all  learning,  yet  ftraining  his 

throat. 
To  perfuade  +  Tommy  Townfliend  to  lend  him  a  vote ; 
Who,  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  ftill  went  on  refining. 
And  thought   of  convincing,  while  they  thought  of 

dining; 
Though  equal  to  all  things,  for  ail  things  unfit. 
Too  nice  for  a  ftatefman,  too  proud  for  a  wit : 
For  a  patriot  too  cool ;  for  a  drudge,  difobedient ; 
And  too  fond  of  the  right  to  purfue  the  expedient. 
In  ft^iort,  'twas  his  fate,  unemploy'd,  or  in  place,  fir. 
To  eat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 

Here  lies  honefl:  %  William,  whcfe  heart  was  a  mint. 
While  the  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  good  that  was  in't ; 
The  pupil  of  impulfe,  it  forc'd  him  along. 
His  condud  ftill  right,  with  his  argument  wrong; 
Still  aiming  at  honour,  yet  fearing  to  roam. 
The  coachman  was  tipfey,  the  chariot  drove  home ; 
Would  you  aflc  for  his  merits  ?  alas  !  he  had  none  ; 
What  was  good  was  fpontaneous,  his  faults  were  his 
own. 

*  Vide  page  67. 

f  Mr.  T,  Townfhend,  member  for  Whitchurch. 

X  Vide  page  67. 

F  3  Here 
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^ere  lies  honed  Richard,  whofe  fate  I  muft  figh  at  j 
Alas,  that  fuch  frolic  fhould  now  be  fo  quiet ! 
What  fpirits  were  his  !  what  wit  and  v/hat  whim  ! 
*  Now  breaking  a  jeft,  and  now  breaking  a  limb  ! 
Now  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the  ball ! 
Now  teazing  and  vexing,  yet  laughing  at  all ! 
In  (hort,  fo  provoking  a  devil  was  Dick, 
That  we  wilh'd  him  full  ten  times  a  day  at  old  nick ; 
But,  miffing  his  mirth  and  agreeable  vein. 
As  often  we  wifh'd  to  have  Dick  back  again. 

Here  +  Cumberland  lies,  having  aded  his  parts. 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts; 
A  flattering  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallants  are  all  faultlefs,  his  women  divine. 
And  comedy  wonders  at  being  fo  fine ; 
Like  a  tragedy  queen  he  has  dizen'd  her  out. 
Or  rather  like  tragedy  giving  a  rout. 
His  fools  have  their  follies  fo  loft  in  a  crowd 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  that  folly  grows  proud. 
And  coxcombs  alike  in  their  failings  alone. 
Adopting  his  portraits  are  pleas'd  with  their  own. 
Say,  where  has  our  poet  this  malady  caught  ? 
Or,  whprefor*  his  charaders  thus  without  fault  ? 

•  Mr.  Richard  Burke  ;  vide  page  67.  This  gentleman  hav- 
ing flightly  fradured  one  of  his  arms  and  legs,  at  different  times, 
the  doftor  has  rallied  hira  on  thofe  accidents,  as  a  kind  of  retri- 
butive juftice  for  breaking  his  jefts  upon  other  people. 

•f-  Vide  page  62  ^ 

Say, 
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Sav,  was  it  that  vainly  direding  his  view 
To  find  out  mens  virtues,  and  finding  them  few. 
Quite  fick  of  purfuing  each  troublefome  elf. 
He  grew  lazy  at  laft,  and  drew  from  himfelf  ? 

Here  *  Douglas  retires  from  his  toils  to  relax. 
The  fcourge  of  impoftors,  the  terror  of  quacks : 
Come,  all  ye  quack  bards,  and  ye  quacking  divines. 
Come,  and  dance  on   the  fpot  where  yoar  tyrant  re- 
clines : 
When  fatire  and  cenfure  encircled  his  throne, 
I  fear'd  for  your  fafety,  I  fear'd  for  my  own ; 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  detector, 
Our+  Dodds  (hall  be  pious,  our  J  Kenricks  fl^.all  lec- 
ture ; 
§  Macpherfon  write  bombaft,  and  call  it  a  ftyle. 
Our  II  Townlhend  make  fpeeches,  and  I  (hall  compile ; 
New  %.  Lauders  and  Bowers  the  Tweed  fhall  crofs  over. 
No  countryman  living  their  tricks  to  difcover ; 
Detection  her  taper  fhall  quench  to  a  fpark. 
And  Scotchman  meet  Scotchman  and  cheat  in  the  dark. 

Here  lies  **  David  Garrick,  defcribe  me  who  can. 
An  abridgement  of  all  that  was  pleafant  in  man  j 
As  an  atflor,  confeft  without  rival  to  (hine ; 
Asa  wit,  if  not  firfl:,  in  the  very  firft  line  : 

*  Vide  page  62. 

t   The  Rev.  Dr.  Dodd. 

:|:  Dr.  Kenrick,  who  read  kaures  at  the  Devil  tavern,  under 
the  title  of  "  The  School  of  Shakefpeare." 

§  James  Macpherfon,  efq;  who  lately,  from  the  n)ere  force  of 
his  ftyle,  wrote  down  the  firft  poet  of  all  antiquity. 

II  Vide  page  69.        ^  Vide  page  68.        *♦  Vide  page  6S. 

F4  Yet, 
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Yet,  with  talents  like  thefe,  and  an  excellent  heart. 
The  man  had  his  failings,  a  dupe  to  his  art. 
Like  an  ill-judging  beauty,  his  colours  he  fpread. 
And  beplafter'd  with  rouge,  his  own  natural  red. 
On  the  ftage  he  was  natural,  fimple,  afteding  ; 
'Twas  only  that,  when  he  was  off,  he  w^as  ading. 
With  no  reafon  on  earth  to  go  out  of  his  way. 
He  turn'd  and  he  varied  full  ten  times  a-day : 
Though  fecure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly  fick. 
If  they  were  not  his  own  by  fineffing  and  trick  : 
He  caft  oiF  his  friends,  as  a  huntfman  his  pack. 
For  he  knew  when  he  pieas'd  he  could  whittle  them  back. 
Of  praife  a  mere  glutton,  he  fwallow'd  what  came. 
And  the  puiF  of  a  dunce,  he  miftook  it  for  fame ; 
'Till  his  relifh  grown  callous,  almoft  to  difeafe. 
Who  pepper'd  the  higheft,  was  fureft  to  pleafe. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  fpeak  out  our  mind. 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Ye  *  Kenricks,  ye  i  Kellys,  and  J  Woodfalls  fo  grave. 
What  a  commerce  was  yours,  while  you  got  and  you 

gave  ? 
How  did  Grub-ilreet  re-echo  the  fhouts  that  you  rais'd. 
While  he  was  be-Rofcius'd,  and  you  were  beprais'd  ? 
But  peace  to  his  fpirit,  wherever  it  flies. 
To  ad  as  an  angel,  and  mix  with  the  ficies : 

*  Vide  page  71. 

f  Mr.  Hugh  Kelly,  author  of  Falfe  Delicacy,  Word  to  the 
Wife,  Clementina,  School  for  Wives,  &c.  &c. 

X  Mr.  Williarii  Woodfall,  printer  of  the  Morning  Chronicle, 

Thofe 
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Thofe  poets,  who  owe  their  beft  fame  to  his  flcill. 
Shall  ftill  be  his  flatterers,  go  where  he  will. 
Old  Shakefpeare,  receive  him,  with  pralfe  and  with  love. 
And  Beaumonts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys  above. 

Here  *Hickey  reclines,  a  moft  blunt, pleafant  creature. 
And  flander  itfelf  mnft  allow  him  good-nature  : 
He  cheriih'd  his  friend,   and  he  relifh'd  a  bumper ; 
Yet  one  fault  he  had,  and  that  one  was  a  thumper. 
Perhaps  you  may  aflc  if  the  man  was  a  mifer : 
I  anfwer,  no,  no,  for  he  always  was  wifer  : 
Too  courteous,  perhaps,  or  obligingly  flat  ? 
His  very  word  foe  can't  accufc  him  of  that : 
Perhaps  he  confided  in  men  as  they  go. 
And  fo  was  too  fooliflily  honefl:  ?  ah  no ! 
Then  what  was  his  failing  ?  come  tell  it,  and  burn  ye,— 
He  was,  could  he  help  it  ?  a  fpecial  attorney. 

Here  t  Reynolds  is  laid,  and,  to  teil  you  my  mind. 
He  has  not  left  a  wifer  or  better  behind  ; 
His  pencil  was  ftriking,  refiftlefs  and  grand  ; 
His  HMnners  were  gentle,  complying  and  bland  ; 
Still  born  to  improve  us  in  every  part. 
His  pencil  our  faces,  his  manners  our  heart : 
To  coxcombs  averfe,  yet  mofl:  civily  fleering. 
When  they  judg'd  without  ficill  he  was  ftill  hard  of 

hearing : 
When  they  talk'd  of  their  Raphaels,  Corregios  and  ftufF, 
He  Ihifted  his  J  trumpet,  and  only  took  fnuff. 

*  Vide  page  68.  f  Ibid. 

X  Sir  Jofhua  Reynolds  is   fo  remarkably  deaf  as   to  be  under 
the  ncccflity  of  ufing  an  ear-trumpec  in  company. 

POST- 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

AFTER  the  fourth  edition  of  this  poem  was 
printed,  the  publiiher  received  the  following  epitaph 
on  *  Mr.  Whitefoord,  from  a  friend  of  the  late  doclor 
Goldfmith. 

HERE  Whitefoord  reclines,  and  deny  it  who  can. 
Though  he  merrily  lived,  he  is  now  a  f  grave  man  : 
Rare  compound  of  oddity,  frolic  and  fun  ! 
Who  relilh'd  a  joke^  and  rejoic'd  in  a  pun ; 
Whofe  temper  v.as  generous,  open,  fmcere ; 
A  ftranger  to  flatt'rj-,  a  itranger  to  fear ; 
Who  fcatter'd  around  wit  and  humour  at  will; 
Whofe  daily  bons  mots  half  a  column  might  fill : 
A  Scotchman,  from  pride  and  from  prejudice  free; 
A  fcholar,  yet  furely  no  pedant  was  he. 

What  pity,  alas !  that  fo  lib'ral  a  mind 
Should  fo  long  be  to  news-paper  elTays  confin'd ! 
Who  perhaps  to  the  fumniit  of  fcience  could  foar. 
Yet  content  *'  if  the  table  he  fet  in  a  roar;" 
Whofe  talents  to  fill  any  Nation  was  fit. 
Yet  happy  if  Woodfall:|:  confefs'd  him  a  wit. 

Ye  news  paper  witlings !  ye  pert  feribbling  folks ! 
Who  copied  his  fquibs,  and  re-echoed  his  jokes ; 

*  Mr.  Caleb  Whitefoord,  author  of  many  hum«rous  effays. 

\  Mr.  W.  was  fo  notorious  a  punfter,  that  doftor  Goldfmith 
ufed  to  fay  it  was  impoflible  to  keep  him  company,  without  be- 
ing infefted  with  the  itch  of  punning. 

X  Mr.  H.  S.  Woodfall,  printer  of  the  Public  Advertifer, 

Ye 
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Ye  tame  imitators,  ye  fervile  herd,  come. 

Still  follow  your  mafter,  and  vifu  his  tomb  : 

To  deck  it,  bring  with  you  feftoons  of  the  vine. 

And  copious  libations  beftow  on  his  (hrine ; 

Then  drew  all  around  it  (you  can  do  no  lefs) 

*  Crofs-readi7igSy  Jhip-7i€-oJSy  and  7nijtakes  oftheprefs. 

Merry  Whitefoord,  farewel !  for  thy  fake  I  admit 
That  a  Scot  may  have  humour,  I  had  almoft  faid  wit : 
This  debt  to  thy  mem'ry  I  cannot  refufe, 
*^  Thou  beli  humour'd  man  with  the  worfi  humour'd 
*'  mufe." 


INTENDED  TO  HAVE    BEEN  SUNG   IN  THE    COMEDT 
OF    *'*   SHE    STOOPS    TO    CONQUER."    T 

AH,  me  !  when  fhall  I  marry  me  ? 
Lovers  are  plenty  ;  but  fail  to  relieve  me. 
He,  fond  youth,  that  could  carr}'  me. 
Offers  to  love,  but  means  to  deceive  me. 

But 

*  Mr.  Whitefoord  has  frequently  indulged  the  town  with 
humorous  pieces  under  thofe  titles  in  the  Public  Advertifer. 

f  "  Sir,  I  fend  you  a  fmall  produdion  of  the  late  Dr.  Goldfmith, 
which  has  never  been  publifhed,  and  which  might  perhaps  have 
been  totally  lyft,  had  I  not  fecured  it.  He  intended  it  as  a  fong 
in  the  character  of  Mifs  Hardcaftle,  in  his  admirable  comedy 
of  "  She  Stoops  to  Conquer,"  but  ic  was  left  out,  as  Mrs. 
Bulkley,  who  play'd  the  part,  did  not  fmg.  He  fung  it  himfelf, 
in  private  companies,  very  agreeably.  The  tune  is  a  pretty  Iri/h 
air,  called  **  The  Humours  of  Balamagairy,"  to  which  he  told 

mc 
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Bat  I  will  rally  and  combat  the  ruiner : 
Not  a  look,  not  a  fmile  fnall  my  pafficn  difcover. 
She  that  gives  all  to  the  falfe  one  purfuing  her. 
Makes  but  a  penitent,  and  lofes  a  lover. 

PROLOGUE,     TO    ZOBEIDE: 
A        TRAGEDY. 

WRITTEN      BY 

JOSEPH    CRADOCK,    ESQ^ 

ACTED    AT    THE    THEATRE-ROYAL,    COVE  NT 
GARDEN,      1772. 

SPOKEN      BY      MR.     Q^U  I  C  K, 

IN  thefe  bold  times,  when  Learning's  fons  explore. 
The  diftant  climates,  and  the  favage  fnore ; 
When  wife  ajironomers  to  India  fteer. 
And  quit  for  Venus  many  a  brighter  here ; 
While  hotanijisy  all  cold  to  fmiles  and  dimpling, 
Forfake  the  fair,  and  patiently — go  fimpling. 

me  he  found  it  very  difficult  to  adapt  words  ;  but  he  has  fucceedcd 
very  happily  in  thefe  few  lines.  As  1  could  fing  the  tune,  and 
was  fond  of  them,  he  was  fo  good  as  to  give  me  them,  about  a 
year  ago,  juft  as  I  was  leaving  London,  and  bidding  him  adieu 
for  that  feafon,  little  apprehending  that  it  was  a  laft  farewel.  I 
preferve  this  little  relic,  in  his  own  hand  writing,  with  an 
affedionate  care.     I  am,  Sir,  your  humble  fervant, 

James  Boswxll." 
Our 
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Our  bard  into  the  general  fpirit  enters. 

And  fits  his  little  frigate  for  adventures. 

With  Scythian  ftores,  and  trinkets  deeply  laden. 

He  this  way  fleers  his  courfe,  in  hopes  of  trading — 

Yet  ere  he  lands  he  'as  order'd  me  before. 

To  make  an  obfervation  on  the  fhore. 

Where  are  we  driven  ?  our  reckoning  fure  is  loft ! 

This  feems  a  rocky  and  a  dangerous  coaft. 

Lord,  what  a  fultry  climate  am  I  under! 

Yon  ill-foreboding  cloud  feem.s  big  with  thunder : 

{Upper  gallery  J) 
There  mangroves  rpread,and  larger  than  I've  feen  'em — 

{Pit,) 
Here  trees  of  {lately  fize — and  billing  turtles  in  'em — 

{Balconies,) 

Here  ill  conditioned  oranges  abound {Stage,) 

And  apples,  bitter  apples  ftrew  the  ground  : 

\T^aJiing  them. 
The  inhabitants  are  canibals  I  fear : 
I  heard  a  hifiing — there  are  ferpents  here  ! 
O,  there  the  people  are — beft  keep  my  diftance ; 
Our  Captain  (gentle  natives)  craves  alTiftance ; 
Our  (hip's  well  ftor'd — in  yonder  creek  we've  laid  her. 
His  honour  is  no  mercenary  trader. 
This  is  his  firft  adventure,  lend  him  aid,. 
And  we  may  chance  to  drive  a  thriving  trade. 
His  goods,  he  hopes,  are  prime,  and  brought  from  far. 
Equally  fit  for  gallantry  and  war. 
What,  no  reply  to  promifes  fo  ample  ? 
— I'd  beu  ftep  back — and  erder  up  a  fample, 

E  P  I. 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN      BY 

MR.       LEE       LEWES,' 

IN     THE     CHARACTER     OF     HARLEQUIN,     AT     HIS 
BENEFIT, 

HOLD!   Prompter,  hold!    a   word   before  your 
nonfenfe ; 
I'd  fpeak  a  word  or  two,  to  eafe  my  confcience. 
My  pride  forbids  it  ever  fhould  be  faid. 
My  heels  eclips'd  the  honours  of  my  head ; 
That  I  found  humour  in  a  pyeball  veft, 
Or  ever  thought  that  jumping  was  a  jeft. 

\Takes  off  his  majk^ 
WTience,  and  what  art  thou,  vifionary  birth  ? 
Nature  difowns,  and  reafon  fcorns  thy  mirth. 
In  thy  black  afped  every  pafTion  fleeps. 
The  joy  that  dimples,  and  the  woe  that  weeps. 
How  haft  thou  fill'd  the  fcene  with  all  thy  brood. 
Of  fools  purfuing,  and  of  fools  purfu'd  ! 
Whofe  ins  and  outs  no  ray  of  fenfe  difclofes, 
Whofe  only  plot  it  is  to  break  our  nofes ; 
Whilft  from  below  the  trap-door  Dcemons  rife, 
And  from  above  the  dangling  deities ; 
And  fhall  I  mix  in  this  unhallow'd  crew  ? 
May  rofm'd  lightning  blaft  me,  if  I  do! 
No — I  will  adt,  I'll  vindicate  the  ftage: 

Shakefpeare  himfelf  Aiall  feel  my  tragic  rage. 

Off! 
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Off!  off!  vile  trappings!  a  new  paflion  reigns! 
The  mad'ning  monarch  revels  in  my  veins. 
Oh  !  for  a  Richard's  voice  to  catch  the  theme  : 
Give  me  another  horfe !  bind  up  my  u'ounds ! — foft — 

■  'twas  but  a  dream. 
Aye,  *twas  but  a  dream,  for  now  there's  no  retreating : 
If  I  ceafe  Harlequin,  I  ceafe  from  eating. 
'Tvvas  thus  that  ^Efop's  ftag,  a  creature  blamelefs. 
Yet  fomcthing  vain,  like  ont^  that  (hall  be  namelefs. 
Once  on  the  margin  of  a  fountain  ftood. 
And  cavill'd  at  his  image  in  the  flood. 
**  The  deuce. confound,"  he  cries,  **  thefe  drum-ftick 

"  (hanksi 
'*  They  never  have  my  gratitude  nor  thanks ; 
•*  The)''re  perfedly  difgraceful  I  flrike  me  dead  ! 
««  But  for  a  head,  yes,  yes,  I  have  a  head. 
*«  How  piercing  is  that  eye  !  how  fleek  that  brow  ! 
'*  My  horns !  I'm  told  horns  are  the  fafliion  now." 
Whilft  thus  he  fpoke,  aftoniih'd !  to  his  view. 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  hounds  and  huntfmen  drew. 
Hoicks !  hark  forward  !  came  thundering  from  behind. 
He  bounds  aloft,  outftrips  the  fleeting  wind  ; 
He  quits  the  woods,  and  tries  the  beaten  v,  ays ; 
He  ftarts,  he  pants,  he  takes  the  circling  maze. 
At  length  his  filly  head,  fo  priz'd  before,. 
Is  taught  his  former  folly  to  deplore ; 
Whilft  his  ftrong  limbs  confpire  to  fet  him  free. 
And  at  one  bound  he  favcs  himfelf,  like  me. 

[Taking  a  jump  through  the  Jiage  door, 

THE 
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THE 

LOGICIANS       REFUTED. 

IN    IMITATION   OF   DEAN    SWIFT*. 

LOGICIANS  have  but  ill  defin'd 
As  rational  the  human  mind  j 
Reafon,  they  fay,  belongs  to  man. 
But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 
Wife  Ariftotle  and  Smiglefius, 
By  Ratiocinations  fpecious. 
Have  ftrove  to  prove  with  great  precifion. 
With  definition  and  divifion. 
Homo  efi  ratione  preiitum  ; 
But  for  my  foul  I  cannot  credit  'em. 
And  muft  in  fpiie  of  them  maintain. 
That  man  and  all  his  ways  are  vain; 
And  that  this  boafted  lord  of  nature. 
Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature. 
That  inftinct  is  a  furer  guide. 
Than  reafon-boafiing  mortals  pride ; 
And  that  brute  beafts  are  far  before  'em, 
Deus  efi  anwia  brutcrinn. 
Whoever  knew  an  honefl:  brute. 
At  law  his  neighbour  profecute, 

*  This  Imitation  having  originally  been  adopted  by  Mr. 
Faulkner  as  a  genuine  Poem  by  Swift,  it  has  been  reprinted  in 
every  fubfequent  edition  of  the  Dean's  Poems  \  and  was  not  dif- 
covered  till  it  was  too  late  to  take  it  out  of  the  prefent  edition. 
See  Vol.  XLIli.  r.  105.  N. 
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Ering  aftion  for  affault  and  battety. 
Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery. 
O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfin'd. 
No  politics  diflurb  their  mind ; 
They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  fport. 
Nor  know  w^ho's  in  or  out  at  court ; 
They  never  to  the  levee  go 
To  treat  as  deareft  friend,  a  foe: 
They  never  importune  his  grace. 
Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place  j 
Nof  undertake  a  dirty  job. 
Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bobs- 
Fraught  with  inveftive  they  ne'er  go^ 
To  folks  at  Pater-nofter  Row  : 
No  judges,  fidlers,  dancing  mafters,- 
No  pick-pockets,  or  poetafters. 
Are  known  to  honeft  quadrupeeds. 
No  fmo^le  brute  his  fellows  leads. 
Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray. 
Nor  cut  each  others  throat  for  pay. 
Of  beafts,  it  is  confefs'd,  the  ape 
Comes  neareft  us  in  human  (hapc. 
Like  man  he  imitates  each  fafhion,  . 
And  malice  is  his  ruling  paffion  : 
But  both  in  malice  and  grimaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  furpaffes. 
Behold  him  humbly  cringing  waif> 
Upon  the  minifter  of  ftate : 
View  him  foon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  condu<5t  of  fuperiors : 
Vol.  LXX.  G  H« 
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He  promifes  with  equal  air. 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 
He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators. 
At  court,  the  porters,  lacques,  waiters. 
Their  mafter^s  manners  ftill  contra(ft. 
And  footmen,  lords  and  dukes  can  aft. 
Thus  at  the  court,  both  great  and  fmall. 
Behave  alike,  for  all  ape  all. 


STANZAS 

ON       THE 

TAKING        OF        CLUEBEC. 

AMIDST  th'e  clamour  of  exulting  joys. 
Which  triumph  forces  from  the  patriot  heart; 
Grief  dares  to  mingle  her  foul-piercing  voice. 

And  quells  the  raptures  which  from  pleafurcs  flart, 

O,  Wolfe,  to  thee  a  ftreaming  flood  of  woe. 
Sighing  we  pay,  and  think  e*en  conqueft  dear : 

Quebec  in  vain  fhall  teach  our  breaft  to  glow, 
Whilft  thy  fad  fate  extorts  the  heart-wrung  tcar# 

Alive  the  foe  thy  dreadful  vigour  fled. 

And  faw  thee  fall  with  joy-pronouncing  eyes : 

Yet  they  fhall  know  thou  conquerefl-,  though  dead  t 
Since  from  thy  tomb  a  thoufand  heroes  rife. 


o  x 
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©N   A   BEAUTIFUL  YOUTH   STRUCK   BLIND 
BY   LIGHTNING. 

IMITATED    FROM    THE    SFANISH*' 

Q  U  R  E  'twas  by  Providence  defign'd, 
^  Rather  in  pity,  than  in  hate. 
That  he  fhou'd  be,  like  Cupid  blind, 
T(J  fave  him  from  NarcifTus'  fate. 


N      N 


WEEPING,  murmufing,  complaining,- 
Loft  to  every  gay  delight ; 
Myra,  too  fmcere  for  feigning. 

Fears  th'  approaching  bridal  night. 

Yet  why  impair  thy  bright  perfeftion? 

Or  dim  thy  beauty  with  a  tear  ? 
Had  Myra  follow'd  my  direction. 

She  long  had  wanted  caufe  of  fean, 
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THE 

STATE        DUNCES: 

A 

SATIRE. 

INSCRIBED       TO       MR.       POPE,        l']33' 

*.'  I  from  my  foul  fmcerely  hate 

**  Both  Kings  and  Minilkrs  of  State.'* 

Swift. 

WHILE  cringing  crouds  at  faithlefs  levees  wait. 
Fond  to  be  fools  of  fame,  or  flaves  of  ftate ; 
And  others,  ftudious  to  increafe  their  ftore. 
Plough  the  rough  ocean  for  Peruvian  ore ; 
How  bleft  thy  fate,  whom  calmer  hours  attend. 
Peace  thy  companion,  fame  thy  faithful  friend  ! 
While  in  thy  Twick'nham  bow'rs,  devoid  of  care. 
You  feaft  the  fancy,  and  enchant  the  ear; 
Thames  gently  rolls  her  filver  tide  along. 
And  the  charm'd  Naiads  liflen  to  thy  fong. 
Here  peaceful  pafs  the  gentle  hours  av/ay, 
While  tuneful  fcience  rneafures  out  the  day ! 

Here, 
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Here,  happy  bard,  as  various  fancies  lead. 
You  paint  the  blooming  maid,  or  flow'ry  mead! 
Sound  the  rough  clangor  of  tumultuous  war  *, 
Or  fmg  the  ravifh'd  tendrils  of  the  fair !  + 
Now  melting  move  the  tender  tear  to  flow. 
And  wake  our  lighs  with  Eloifa's  woe  ij;. 
But  chief,  to  dullnefs  ever  foe  decreed. 
The  apes  of  fcience  with  thy  fatire  bleed  §  ; 
Peers,  Poets,  Pandars,  mingle  in  the  throng. 
Smart  with  thy  touch,  and  tremble  at  thy  fong  |[. 

Yet  vain,  O  Pope  !  is  all  thy  fharpeft  rage. 
Still  ftarv'ling  Dunces  perfecute  the  age; 
Faithful  to  folly,  or  enrag'd  with  fpite. 
Still  taftelefs  Timons  build,  and  Tibbalds  write ; 
Still  Welftead  1L  tunes  his  beer-infpired  lays. 
And  Ralph,  in  metre,  holds  forth  Stanhope's  praife. 
Ah !  haplefs  viflim  to  the  poet's  flame. 
While  his  eulogiums  crucify  thy  fame. 

Shall  embrio  wits  thy  ftudious  hours  engage. 
Live  in  thy  labours,  and  prophane  thy  page; 
While  virtue,  ever-lov'd,  demands  thy  lays. 
And  claims  the  tuneful  tribute  of  thy  praife  ? 
Can  Pope  be  filent,  and  not  grateful  lend 
One  ftrain  to  fmg  the  patriot,  and  the  friend, 

*  Homer.         f  Rape  of  the  Lock.  J  Eloifa  to  AbeJard. 

§  Dunciad.  jj  Epiftles. 

^  Still  Welftead,  ....  And  Ralph.]  Two  authors,  re- 
markable for  nothing  fo  much  as  the  figure  tliey  make  in  the 
Dunciad. 

Who, 
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Who,  nobly  anxious  in  his  country's  caufe. 
Maintains  her  honours,  and  defends  her  laws  ? 
Could  I,  my  bard,  but  equal  numbers  raife. 
Then  would  I  fmg — for,  oh!  I  burft  to  praife — 
Sing  how  a  Pult'ney  *  charms  the  lifi'ning  throng. 
While  fenates  hang  enraptured  on  his  tongue; 
With  Tully's  fire  how  each  oration  glows. 
In  Tully's  mufic  how  each  period  flows ; 
Inftrucl  each  babe  to  lifp  the  patriot's  name. 
Who  in  each  bofom  breathes  a  Roman  flame. 

So,  when  the  genius  of  the  Roman  rage 
Stemm'd  the  fl:rong  torrent  of  tyrannic  age. 
In  freedom's  caufe  each  glowing  breaft  he  warm'd. 
And,  like  a  Pult'ney,  then  a  Brutus  charm'd. 

How  bleft,  while  we  a  Britifli  Brutus  fee. 
And  all  the  Roman  ftands  confeft  in  thee ! 
Equal  thy  worth,  but  equal  were  thy  doom. 
To  fave  Britannia,  as  he  refcu'd  Rome  : 
He  from  a  Tarquin  fnatch'd  the  defl:in'd  prey , 
Britannia  ftill  laments  a  Walpole's  fvvay. 

Arife,  my  tuneful  bard,  nor  thus  in  vain 
Ixt  thy  Britannia,  whom  thou  lov'ft,  complain  : 
If  thou  in  moanful  lays  relate  her  woe. 
Each  heart  fhall  bleed,  each  eye  with  pity  flow ; 
If  to  revenge  you  fwell  the  founding  fl:rain. 
Revenge  and  fury  fire  each  Britifh  fwain : 
Obfequious  to  thy  verfe  each  breaft  Ihall  move. 
Or  burn  with  rage,  or  foften  into  love. 

*  Afterwards  Ea»l  of  Bath. 

Olet 
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O  let  Britannia  be  her  poet's  care  ! 
And  lafh  the  fpoiler,  while  you  fare  the  fair. 
Lo !  where  he  ftands,  amidft  the  fervile  crew. 
Nor  blufhes  ftain  his  cheek  with  crimfon  hue ; 
While  dire  corruption  all  around  he  fpreads. 
And  ev'ry  duftile  confcience  captive  leads : 
Brib'd  by  his  boons,  behold  the  venal  band 
Worfhip  the  idol  they  could  once  command ! 
So  Britain's  now,  as  Judah's  fons  before, 
Firft  raife  a  golden  calf,  and  then  adore. 

Let  dull  Parnaflian  fons  of  rhime  no  more 
Provoke  thy  fatire,  and  employ  thy  pow'r; 
New  objeds  rife  to  fliare  an  equal  fate. 
The  big,  rich,  mighty.  Dunces  of  the  State, 
Shall  Ralph,  Cooke,  Welftead,  then  engrofs  thy  rage. 
While  courts  afford  a  Hervey,  York,  or  Gage  ? 
Dullnefs  no  more  roods  only  near  the  fky. 
But  fenates,  drawing-rooms,  with  garrets  vye ; 
Plump  peers,  and  breadlefs  bards,  alike  are  dull; 
St.  James's  and  Rag-fair  club  fool  for  fool. 

Amidll  the  mighty  dull,  behold  how  great 
An  Appius  fwelis  the  Tibbald  of  the  ftate ! 
Long  had  he  drove  to  fpread  his  lawlefs  fway 
O'er  Britain's  fons,  and  force  them  to  obey; 
But,  blafled  all  his  blooming  hopes,  he  flies 
To  vent  his  woe,  and  mourn  his  loft  excife. 

Peniive  he  fat,  and  figh'd,  while  round  him  lay 
Loads  of  dull  lumber,  all  infpir'd  by  pay  : 
Here,  puny  pamphlets,  fpun  from  Prelates'  brains ; 
There,  the  fmooth  jingle  of  Cook's  lighter  ftrains : 

Irlerc, 
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Here,  Walfingham's  *  foft  lulling  opiates  fpread  ; 
There,  gloomy  Ofborn's  *  quinteffence  of  lead  : 
With  thefe  the  ftatefman  ilrove  to  eafe  his  care. 
To  footh  his  forfows,  and  divert  defpair  : 
But  long  his  gtief  fleep's  gentle  aid  denies ; 
At  length  a  flumb'rous  Briton  clos'd  his  eyes. 

Yet  vain  the  healing  balm  of  downy  reft. 
To  chafe  his  woe,  or  eafe  his  lab'ring  breaft  : 
Now  frightful  forms  rife  hideous  to  his  view. 
More,  Strafford,  Laud,  and  all  the  headlefs  crew ; 
Daggers  and  halters  boding  terror  breeds. 
And  here  a  Dudley  fwings,  there  \''illiers  bleeds. 
Now  goddefs  Dullnefs,  watchful  o'er  his  fate. 
And  ever  anxious  for  her  child  of  ftate ; 
From  couch  of  down  flow  rais'd  her  drowfy  head, 
Forfook  her  flumbers,  and  to  Appius  fped. 

Awake,  my  fon,  awake,  the  goddefs  cries,  "j 

Nor  longer  mourn  thy  darling  loft  excife ;  I 

(Here  the  fad  found  unfeal'd  the  ftatefman's  eyes)      J 
Why  flumbers  thus  my  fon,  opprelr  with  care  ? 
While  DuUnefs  rules,  fay,  fliall  her  fons  defpair  ? 
O'er  all  I  fpread  my  univerfal  fway ; 
Kings,  prelates,  peers,  and  rulers,  all  obey  : 
Lo !  in  the  church  my  mighty  pow'r  I  fliew. 
In  pulpit  preach,  and  fluraber  in  the  pew  : 
The  bench  and  bar  alike  my  influence  owns ; 
Here  prate  my  magpies,  and  there  doze  my  drones. 
In  the  grave  dons,  how  formal  is  my  mien. 
Who  rule  the  gallipots  of  Warwick-lane ! 

*  Names  afTumed  by  wricers  of  two  minifterial  papers. 

At 
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At  court  behold  me  ftrut  in  purple  pride. 
At  Hockley  roar,  and  in  Crane-court  prefide# 
But  chief  in  thee  my  mighty  pow'r  is  feen  ; 
'Tis  I  infpire  thy  mind,  and  fill  thy  mien ; 
On  thee,  my  child,  my  duller  bleflings  ihed. 
And  pour  my  opium  o'er  thy  fav'rite  head ; 
Rais'd  thee  a  ruler  of  Britannia's  fate. 
And  led  thee  blund'rlng  to  the  helm  of  ftate. 

Here  bow'd  the  ftatefman  low,  and  thus  addreft  t 
O  goddefs,  fole  infpirer  of  my  breaft ! 
To  gall  the  Britini  neck  with  Gallic  chain. 
Long  have  I  ftrove,  but  long  have  drove  in  varn ; 
While  Caleb  *,  rebel  to  thy  facred  povv-'r. 
Unveils  thofe  eyes  which  thou  haft  curtain'd  o'er  3 
Makes  Britain's  fons  my  dark  defigns  forefee, 
Blaft  all  my  fchemes,  and  ftruggle  to  be  free. 
O,  had  my  projefts  met  a  milder  fate. 
How  had  I  reign'd  a  bailia  of  the  ftate ! 
How  o'er  Britannia  fpread  imperial  fway  ! 
How  taught  each  free-born  Briton  to  obey! 
No  fmiling  freedom  then  had  chear'd  her  fwains^ 
But  Afia's  defcrts  vy'd  with  Albion's  plains : 
Turks,  Vandals,  Britain!  then  compar'd  with  thee. 
Had  hugg'd  their  chains,  and  joy'd  that  they  were  free 3 
While  wond'ring  nations  all  around  had  feen 
Me  rife  a  great  Mogul,  or  Mazarin  : 
Then  had  I  taught  Britannia  to  adore> 
Then  led  her  captive  to  my  lawlefs  pow'r. 

*  Caleb  D'Anvers,  the  name  affumed  by  the  vmters  of  the 

Crafcefman.  ,  »    ,  . 

Methinks* 
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Methinks,  I  view  her  now  no  more  appear 

Firft  in  the  train,  and  faireft  'midft  the  fair : 

Joylefs  I  fee  the  lovely  mourner  lie. 

Nor  glow  her  cheek,  nor  fparkle  now  her  eye ; 

Faded  each  grace,  no  fmiling  feature  warm ; 

Torn  all  her  treffes,  blighted  ev'ry  charm : 

Nor  teeming  plenty  now  each  valley  crowns ; 

Slaves  are  her  fons,  and  tradelefs  all  her  towns* 

For  this,  behold  yon  peaceful  army  fed  ; 

For  this,  on  fenates  fee  my  bounty  fhed  ; 

For  this,  what  wonders,  goddefs,  have  I  wrought ! 

How  bully'd,  begg'd,  how  treated,  and  how  fought ! 

What  wand'ring  maze  of  error  blunder'd  thro*. 

And  how  repair'd  old  blunders  Hill  by  new  I 

Hence  the  long  train  of  never-ending  jars. 

Of  warful  peaces,  and  of  peaceful  wars. 

Each  myftic  treaty  of  the  mighty  ftore. 

Which  to  explain,  demands  ten  treaties  more  : 

Hence  fcarecrow  navies,  floating  raree-fhows ; 

And  hence  Iberia's  pride,  and  Britain's  woes. 

Thefe  wond'rous  works,  O  goddefs  I  have  I  donCj 

Works  ever  worthy  Dullnefs'  favorite  fon. 

Lo!  on  thy  fons  alone  my  favours  fhow'r; 
None  (hare  my  bounty  that  difdain  thy  pow'r: 
Yon  feathers,  ribbons,  titles  light  as  air. 
Behold,  thy  choiceft  children  only  fhare : 
Each  views  the  pageant  with  admiring  eyes. 
And  fondly  grafps  the  vifionary  prize ; 
Now  proudly  fpreads  his  Icading-ftring  of  ftate. 
And  thinks — to  be  a  wretch,  is  to  be  great. 

But 
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But  turn,  O  goddefs !   turn  thine  eyes,  and  view 
The  darling  leaders  of  thy  gloomy  crew. 

Full  open-mouth' d  Newcaftle  there  behold. 
Aping  a  Tally,  fv^-ell  into  a  fcold. 
Grievous  to  mortal  ear. — As  at  the  place 
Where  loud-tongu'd  virgins  vend  the  fcaly  race, 
Harfh  peals  of  vocal  thunder  fill  the  fkies. 
And  ftunning  founds  in  hideons  difcord  rifa  ; 
So,  vi-hen  he  tries  the  wond'rous  power  of  noife. 
Each  haplefs  ear's  a  viftim  to  his  voice. 

How  bleft,  O  Chefelden  *  !  whcfe  art  can  mend 
Thofe  ears  Newcaftle  was  ordain'd  to  rend. 
See  Harrington  fecure  in  iilence  fit ; 
No  empty  words  betray  his  want  of  wit : 
If  fenfe  in  hiding  folly  is  exprefs'd, 
O  Harrington!  thy  wifdom  ftands  confefs'd. 

To  Dullnefs'  facred  caufe  for  ever  true. 
Thy  darling  Caledonian,  goddefs,  view ; 
The  pride  and  glory  of  thy  Scotia's  plains. 
And  faithful  leader  of  her  venal  fwains : 
Loaded  he  moves  beneath  a  fervile  weight. 
The  dull  laborious  packhorfe  of  the  ftate  ; 
Drudges  thro'  tracks  of  infamy  for  pay. 
And  hackneys  out  his  confcience  by  the  day  : 
Yonder  behold  the  bufy  peerlefs  peer, 
'With  afpecl  m.eagre  and  important  air ; 
His  form  how  gothic,  and  his  looks  how  fage! 
He  feems  the  living  Plato  of  the  age. 

*  William  Chsfelden,  an  eminent  furgeon. 

Bleft 
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Bled  form !  in  which  alone  thy  merit's  feen. 
Since  all  thy  vvifdom  centers  in  thy  mien ! 

Here  Egmont,  Albemarle,  (for  fenates  fit) 

And  W by  the  wife,  in  council  fit : 

Here  looby  G n,  Gr m  ever  dull. 

By  birth  a  fenator,  by  fate  a  fool. 

While  thefe,  Britannia,  watchful  o'er  thy  ftate. 
Maintain  thine  honours,  and  direft  thy  fate. 
How  Ihall  admiring  nations  round  adore. 
Behold  thy  greatnefs,  tremble  at  thy  pow'r ; 
New  Shebas  come,  invited  by  thy  fame. 
Revere  thy  wifdom,  and  extol  thy  name! 

Lo  !  to  yon  bench  now,  goddefs,  turn  thine  eyes, 
And  view  thy  fons  in  folemn  dullnefs  rife ; 
All  doating,  wrinkled,  grave,  and  gloomy,  fee     ' 
Each  form  confefs  thy  dull  divinity; 
Tfue  to  thy  caufe  behold  each  trencher'd  fage 
Increas'd  in  folly  as  advanc'd  in  age  : 

Here  Ch r,  learn'd  in  myftic  prophecy. 

Confuting  Collins,  makes  each  prophet  lye  : 
Poor  Woolilon  by  thy  Smallbrook  there  affail'd  ; 
Gaols  fare  convinc'd  him,  tho'  the  prelate  fail'd. 

But  chief  Paftorius,  ever  grave  and  dull. 
Devoid  of  fenfe,  of  zeal  divinely  full. 
Retails  his  fquibs  of  fcience  o'er  the  town. 
While  charges,  paft'rals,  thro' each  llreet  refound; 
Thefe  teach  a  heav'nly  Jefus  to  obey. 
While  thofe  maintain  an  earthly  Appius'  fway. 

Thy  gofpel  truth,  Paftorius,  croft  we  fee. 

While  God  and  Mammon's  ferv*d  at  once  by  thee. 
Vol.  LXX.  H  Who 
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Who  would  not  trim, fpeak,  vote,  or  coafcience  pawTi, 
To  lord  it  o'er  a  fee,  and  fvvell  in  lawn  ? 
If  arts  like  thofe,  O  Sherlock,  honours  claim. 
Than  thee  none  merits  more  the  prelate's  name ; 
Wond'ring  behold  him  faithful  to  his  fee. 
Prove  parliaments  dependent  to  be  free ; 
In  fenates  blunder,  flounder,  and  difpute. 
For  ever  reasoning,  never  to  confute. 
Since  courts  for  this  their  fated  gifts  decree. 
Say,  what  is  reputation  to  a  fee  ? 

Lol  o'er  yon  flood  Hare  calls  his  lowering  eyes. 
And  v.-ifhful  fees  the  rev'rend  turrets  rife. 
While  Lambeth  opens  to  thy  longing  view, 
Haplefs!  the  Mitre  ne'er  can  bind  thy  brow  : 
Tho'  courts  fhould  deign  the  gift,  how  wond'rous  hard 
By  thy  own  doftrines  ftill  to  be  debarr'd  1 
For,  if  from  Change  *  fach  mighty  evil  fprings, 
Tranilations  fure,  O  Hare!  arefmful  things, 

Thefe  rulers  fee,  and  namelefs  num.bers  more, 
O  goddefs,  of  thy  train  the  choiceil  ftore. 
Who  ignorance  in,  gravity  entrench. 
And  grace  alike  the  pulpit  and  the  bench. 

Full  plac'd  and  penfion'd,  feel  Horatio  flands; 
Begrira'd  his  face,  unpurify'd  his  hands ; 
To  decency  he  fcorns  all  nice  pretence. 
And  reigns  firm  foe  to  cleanlinefs  and  fenfe. 
How  did  Horatio  Britain's  caufe  advance ! 
How  fnine  the  lloven  and  buffoon  of  France  I 

*  'A  noted  fermon  preached  on  the  3Cth  of  January,  on  this- 
tesct,  *<  Woe  be  anio  dism  that  are  given  to  change,"  &c. 

In 
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In  fcnates  now,  how  fcold,  how  ravCj  how  roar. 
Of  treaties  run  the  tedious  train-trow  o'er! 
How  blunder  out  whate'er  lliould  be  conceal'd. 
And  how  keep  fecret  what  fliould  be  reveal'd ! 
True  child  of  DuUnefs !  fee  him,  goddefs,  claim 
Pow*r  next  myfelf,  as  next  in  birth  and  fame. 

Silence  I  ye  fenates,  while  enribbon'd  Younge 
Pours  forth  melodious  nothings  from  his  tongue ! 
How  fweet  the  accents  play  around  the  ear, 
Form*d  of  fmooth  periods,  and  of  well-tun'd  air  I 
Leave,  gentle  Younge,  the  fenate's  dry  debate. 
Nor  labour  'midft  the  labyrinths  of  ftate ; 
Suit  thy  foft  genius  to  more  tender  themes. 
And  fmg  of  cooling  fhades,  and  purling  ftreamsj 
With  modern  fmg-fong  m.urJer  ancient  plays  *, 
Or  warble  in  fweet  ode  a  Brunfwick's  praife  : 
So  (hall  thy  drains  in  purer  Dullnefs  flow. 
And  laurels  wither  on  a  Gibber's  brow. 
Say,  can  the  ftatefman  wield  the  poet's  quill. 
And  quit  the  fenate  for  ParnafTus'  Hill  ? 
Since  there  no  venal  vote  a  penfion  fhares. 
Nor  wants  Apollo  lords  commillicners. 

*  This  gentleman,  with  the  aiTiftance  of  Roome,  Concanen, 
and  feveral  others,  committed  a  barbarous  murder  on  the  body 
of  an  old  comedy,  by  turning  it  into  a  modern  ballad  opera  j 
which  was  fcarce  exhibited  on  the  ftage,  before  it  was  thought 
neceflary  to  be  contrafted  into  one  adt.  As  this  is  the  only  living 
inftance  of  the  furprifing  genius  and  abilities  of  thefe  wits,  I 
could  not  forbear  mentioning  it. 

H  z  There 
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There  W and  P- ,  goddefs,  view. 

Firm  in  thy  caiife,  and  to  thy  Appius  true ! 
Lo  !  from  their  labours  what  reward  betides  I 
One  pays  my  army,  one  my  navy  guides. 

To  dance,  drefs,  fing,  and  ferenade  the  fair, 
**  Conduct  a  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair," 
O'er  baleful  tea  with  females  taught  to  blame. 
And  fpread  a  flander  o'er  a  virgin's  fame ; 
Form'd  for  thefe  fofter  arts  Ihall  Hervey  ftrain 
With  ftubborn  politics  his  tender  brain ! 
For  minifters  laborious  pamphlets  write. 
In  fenates  prattle,  and  with  patriots  fight? 
Thy  fond  ambition,  pretty  youth,  give  o'er, 
Prefide  at  balls,  old  fafhions  loft  reftore: 
So  fhall  each  toilette  in  thy  caufe  engage. 
And  H ey  (bine  a  P re  of  the  age. 

Behold  a  ftar  emblazon  C n's  coat  I 

Not  that  the  knight  has  merit,  but  a  vote. 

And  here,  O  goddefs,  numerous  wrongheads  trace.. 

Lur'd  by  a  penfion,  ribband,  or  a  place. 

To  murder  fcience,  and  my  caufe  defend. 
Now  fhoals  of  Grub-ftreet  garretteers  defcend  * 
From  fchools  and  defks  the  writing  infecls  crav*l. 
Unlade  their  Dullnefs,  and  for  Appius  bawl. 

Lo  I  to  thy  darling  Ofborne  turn  thine  eyes. 
See  him  o'er  politics  fuperior  rife  ; 
While  Caleb  feels  the  venom  of  his  quill. 
And  wond'ring  minifters  reward  his  Ikiil : 
Unlearn'd  in  logic,  yet  he  writes  by  rule. 
And  proves  hirafelf  in  fjllogifm — a  fool ; 

Now 
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Now  flics  obedient,  war  with  fenfe  to  wage. 
And  drags  th'  idea  thro'  the  painful  page  : 
Unread,  unanfvv^er'd,  ftill  he  writes  again. 
Still  fpins  the  endlefs  cobweb  of  his  brain ; 
Chilrm'd  with  each-  line,  reviewing  what  he  writ, 
BlefTes  his  liars,  and  wonders  at  his  wit. 

Nor  lefs,  O  Walfnigham,  thy  worth  appears! 
Alike  in  merit,  tho'  unlike  in  years : 
Ill-fated  youth  !  what  ftars  mali2:nant  ihed  ^ 

Their  baneful  influence  o'er  thy  brainlcfs  head,  > 

Doom'd  to  be  ever  writing,  never  read  !  J 

For  bread  to  libel  liberty  and  fenfe. 
And  damn  thy  patron  weekly  with  defence. 
Drench'd  in  the  fable  flood,  O  hadft  thou  ftill 
O'er  ikins  of  parchment  drove  thy  venal  quill. 
At  Temple  ale-houfe  told  an  idle  tale. 
And  pawn'd  thy  credit  for  a  mug  of  ale; 
Unknown  to  Appius  then  had  been  thy  name, 
Unlac'd  thy  coat,  unfacrific'd  his  fame; 
Nor  vaft  unvended  reams  would  Peele  deplore. 
As  viftims  deftin'd  to  the  common- {hore. 
•    As  Dunce  to  Dunce  in  endlefs  numbers  breed. 
So  to  Concanen  fee  a  Ralph  fucceed  ; 
A  tiny  witling  of  thefe  writing  days, 
Full-fam'd  for  tunelefs  rhimes,  and  (hort-liv'd  plays. 
Write  on,  my  lucklefs  bard,  ftill  unafnam'd, 
Tho*  burnt  thy  journals,  and  thy  dramas  damn'd; 
'Tis  bread  infpires  thy  politics  and  lays. 
Not  thirft  of  immortality  or  praife, 

H  3  Thefe, 
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Thefe,  goddefs,  view,  the  choiceft  of  tbxC  train. 
While  yet  unnumber'd  Dunces  fti!l  remain  ; 
Deans,  critics,  lawyers,  bardr,  a  motley  crew. 
To  Dullnefs  faithful,  as  to  Appius  true. 

Enough,  the  goddefs  cries,  enough  I've  feen ; 
While  thefe  fupport,  fecure  my  fon  (hall  reign ; 
Still  fhalt  thou  blund'ring  rule  Britannia's  fate. 
Still  Grub-llreet  hail  thee  miniller  of  ftate. 


MANNERS: 
SATIRE,        1738, 

*'  Paulus  vel  Coffus  vel  Drufus  moribus  efto." 

JUVEKAL? 

««  T  T  T  ELL — of  all  plagues  which  make  mankind 

VV  «  their  fport, 

«'  Guard  me,  ye  heav'ns !  from  that  worft  plague — a 

"  court. 
«  'Midft  the  mad  manfions  of  Moorfields,  I'd  be 
^*  A  ftraw-crown'd  monarch,  in  mock  majefty, 
*«  Rather  than  fovereign  rule  Britannia's  fate, 
f'  Curs'd  with  the  follies  and  the  farce  of  ftate. 

«*  Rather 
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"  Rather  in  Newgate  walls,  O  !  let  me  dwell, 

*«  A  doleful  tenant  of  the  darkling  cell, 

**  Than  fwell,  in  palaces,  the  mighty  (lore 

"  Of  fortune's  fools,  and  parafites  of  pow'r, 

**  Than  crowns,  ye  Gods  1  be  any  ftate  my  doom, 

♦«  Or  any  dungeon,  but — a  drawing-room, 

*'  Thrice  happy  patriot  \  whom  no  courts  debafe, 
♦*  No  titles  leffen,  and  no  liars  difgrace. 
**  Still  nod  the  plumage  o'er  the  brainlefs  head ; 
"  Still  o'er  the  faithlefs  heart  the  ribband  fpread. 
"  Such  toys  may  ferve  to  fignalize  the  tool, 
«*  To  gild  the  knave,  or  garnifh  out  the  fool ; 
**  While  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  difdain 
*'  The  tinfel  trappings  and  the  glittering  chain  : 
«*  Fond  of  your  freedom  fpurn  the  venal  fee, 
^'  And  prove  he's  only  great — who  dares  be  free/* 

Thus  fung  Philemon  in  his  calm  retreat. 
Too  wife  for  pow'r,  too  virtuous  to  be  great. 

But  whence  this  rage  at  courts  r  reply'd  his  grace, 
Say,  is  the  mighty  crime,  to  be  in  place  ? 
Is  that  the  deadly  fin,  mark'd  out  by  heav'n. 
For  which  no  mortal  e'er  can  be  forgiv'n  ? 
Muft  all,  all  fuffer,  who  in  courts  engage, 
Down  from  lord  fteward,  to  the  puny  page? 
Can  courts  and  places  be  fuch  finful  things. 
The  facred  gifts  and  palaces  of  kings  ? 

A  place  may  claim  our  rev'rence.  Sir,  I  own ; 
But  then  the  man  its  dignity  muft  crown  : 
'Tis  not  the  truncheon,  or  the  ermine's  pride. 
Can  fcreen  the  coward,  or  the  knave  can  hide. 

H  4  Let 
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Let  Stair  and  ***  f  head  our  arms  and  law. 
The  judge  and  gen'ral  muft-  be  vievv'd  with  awe  : 
The  villain  then  would  Hiudder  at  the  bar ; 
And  Spain  grov/  humble  at  the  found  of  war. 

What  courts  are  facred,  when  I  tell  your  grace. 
Manners  alone  muft  fanftify  the  place  ? 
Hence  only  each  its  proper  name  receives ; 
Ha}'wood's  a  brothel;  White's  J  a  den  of  thieves: 
Bring  whores  and  thieves  to  court,  you  change  the  fcene, 
St.  James's  turns  the  brothel,  and  the  den. 

Who  would  the  courtly  chapel  holy  call, 
Tho'  the  whole  bench  fhould  confccrate  the  wall  ? 
Vv'liile  the  trim  chaplain,  confcious  of  a  fee. 
Cries  out,  **  my  king,  I  have  no  God  but  thee;'*r) 
Lifts  to  the  royal  feat  the  alking  eye. 
And  pays  to  George  the  tribute  of  the  Iky  ; 
Proves  fin  alone  from  humble  roofs  muft  fpring. 
Nor  can  one  earthly  failing  ftain  a  king. 

Bifhops  and  kings  may  confecrate,  '"tis  true  ; 
Manners  alone  claim  homage  as  their  due. 
Without,  the  court  and  church  are  both  prophane, 
Wliatever  prelate  preach,  or  monarch  reign ; 

+  It  is  to  be  lamented  that  the  barrennefs  of  the  prefent  times 
obliges  the  author  to  truft  to  pofterity,  for  the  fupply  of  a  proper 
charafter  in  this  place. 

%  Dr.  Swift  fays,  "  That  the  late  Earl  of  Oxford,  in  the 
*«  time  of  his  miniftry,  never  pafTed  by  V/hite's  chocolate-houfe 
"  (the  common  rendezvous  of  infamous  fharpers  and  noble  cul- 
*'  lies)  without  beftowing  a  curfe  upon  that  famous  academy,  as 
<<  the  bane  of  half  the  Englifh  nobility." 

Religion's 
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Religion's  roftrum  virtue's  fcafFold  grows. 
And  crowns  and  mitres  are  mere  raree-fliows. 

In  vain,  behold  yon  rev'rend  turrets  rife. 
And  Sarum's  facred  fpire  falute  the  ikies ! 
If  the  lawn'd  Levite's  earthly  vote  be  fold. 
And  God's  free  gift  retail'd  for  Mammon  gold  ; 
No  rev'rence  can  the  proud  cathedral  claim. 
But  Henley's  fnop,  and  Sherlock's,  are  the  fame. 

Whence  have  St.  Stephen's  walls  fo  hallow'd  been  ? 
Whence?  From  the  virtue  of  his  fons  within. 
But  fhould  fome  guileful  ferpcnt,  void  of  grace. 
Glide  in  its  bounds,  and  poifon  all  the  place; 
Should  e'er  the  facred  voice  be  fet  to  fale, 
An.l  o'er  the  heart  the  golden  fruit  prevail; 
The  place  is  alter'd,  Sir;  nor  think  it  iirange 
To  fee  the  fenate  fmk  into  a  change. 

Or  court,  or  church,  or  fenate-houfe,  or  hall. 
Manners  alone  beam  dignity  on  all. 
Without  their  influence,  palaces  are  cells  ; 
Crane-court*,  a  magazine  of  cockle-fliells ; 
The  folemn  bench  no  bofom  ftrikes  with  awe. 
But  Weftminfter's  a  warehoufe  of  the  law. 

Thefe  honeft  truths,  my  lord,  deny  you  can; 
Since  all  allow  that  *  Manners  make  tlte  man.* 
Hence  only  glories  to  the  great  belong. 
Or  peers  muft  mingle  with  the  peafant  throng. 

Tho'  ftrung  with  ribbands,  yet  behold  his  grace 
Shines  but  a  lacquey  in  a  higher  place  ! 

*  The  Royal  Society, 

Strip 
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Strip  the  gay  liv'ry  from  the  courtier's  back, 
\Miat  marks  the  diff 'rence  'tvvixt  my  lord  and  jack  ? 
The  fame  mean,  fupple,  mercenary  knave. 
The  tool  of  power,  and  of  ftate  the  flave : 
Alike  the  vaffal  heart  in  each  prevails. 
And  all  his  lordih.ip  boafts  is  larger  vales. 

Wealth,  manors,  titles,  may  defcend,  'tis  true; 
But  ev'ry  heir  muil  merit's  claim  renew. 

Who  blufhes  not  to  fee  a  C heir 

Turn  Have  to  found,  and  languifh  for  a  play'r  ?  * 
What  piping,  fidling,  fqueaking,  quav'ring,  bawling .' 
What  fmg-fong  riot,  and  what  eunuch-fquawling! 

C ,  thy  worth  all  Italy  (hall  own, 

A  flatefman  fit,  where  Nero  +  fill'd  the  throne. 

See  poor  Lsevinus,  anxious  for  renown,  "| 

Through  the  long  gallery  trace  his  lineage  down,       > 
And  claim  each  hero's  vifage  for  his  own.  J 

What  tho'  in  each  the  felf-fame  features  fhine, 
Unlefs  fome  lineal  virtue  marks  the  line. 
In  vain,  alas !  he  boafls  his  grandfire's  name. 
Or  hopes  to  borrow  luftre  from  his  fame. 
Who  but  muft  fmile,  to  fee  the  tim'rous  peer 
Point  'mong  his  race  our  bulwark  in  the  war? 
Or  in  fad  Englilh  tell  how  fenates  hung 
On  the  fweet  mufic  of  his  father's  tongue? 

*  That  living  witnefs  of  the  folk-,  extravagance,  and  depravity 
of  the   Englilh,  Farinello,  who  is  now  at   the   court  of  Spain, 
triumphing  in  the  fpoils  of  our  nobility,  as   their  pirates  are  in 
thofe  of  our  injured  merchants. 
.-j-  A  Roman  emperor  remarkable  for  his  pafiion  for  mufic. 

Unconfcious, 
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Unconfcious,  tho'  his  fires  were  wife  and  brave. 
Their  virtues  only  find  in  him  a  grave. 

Not  fo  with  Stanhope  *  ;  fee  by  him  fuflain'd 
Each  hoary  honour  v/hich  his  fires  had  gain'd. 
To  him  the  virtues  of  his  race  appear 
The  precious  portion  of  five  hundred  year; 
Defcended  down,  by  him  to  be  enjov'd. 
Yet  holds  the  talent  loft,  if  unemploy'd. 
From  hence  behold  his  gen'rous  ardour  rife. 
To  fwell  the  facred  ftream  with  frefh  fupplies : 
Abroad,  the  guardian  of  his  countr}''s  caufe  ; 
At  home,  a  Tully  to  defend  her  laws. 
Senates  with  awe  the  patriot  founds  imbibe. 
And  bold  corruption  almoft  drops  the  bribe. 
Thus  added  worth  to  v.orth,  and  grace  to  grace. 
He  beams  new  glories  back  upon  his  race. 

Alk  ye.  What's  honour  ?  I'll  the  truth  impart. 
Know,  honour,  then,  is  honefty  of  heart. 
To  the  fweet  fcenes  of  focial  Stow  +  repair. 
And  fearch  the  mailer's  breaft, — You'll  find  it  there. 
Too  proud  to  grace  the  fycophant  or  flave. 
It  onlv  harbours  with  the  wife  and  brave  ; 
Ungain'd  by  titles,  places,  wealth,  or  birth  : 
Learn  this,  and  learn  to  blulh,  ye  fons  of  earth  I 
Blufn  to  behold  this  ray  of  nature  made . 
The  vidim  of  a  ribband,  or  cockade, 

*  The  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  cf  Cheftsrfi&ld* 
•f-  The  feat   of  the  Kigbt  Kcncurable   the   Lord   Vlfcount 
Cobham. 

Afk 


loS         P.    WHITEHEAD'S     POEMS. 

Alk  the  proud  peer.  What's  honour  ?  he  difplays 
A  purchas'd  patent,  or  the  herald's  blaze ; 
Or,  if  the  royal  fmile  his  hopes  has  bleft. 
Points  to  the  glitt'ring  glory  on  his  bread : 
Yet,  if  beneath  no  real  virtue  reign. 
On  the  gay  coat  the  ftar  is  but  a  ilain  : 
For  I  could  whifper  in  his  lordfhip's  ear. 
Worth  only  beams  true  radiance  on  the  ftar. 

Hence  fee  the  garter'd  glory  dart  its  rays. 

And  fhine  round  E with  redoubled  blaze : 

Afk  ye  from  whence  this  flood  of  luftre's  feen  ? 
Why  E whifpers,  votes,  and  faw  Turin. 

Long  Milo  reign'd  the  minion  of  renown  ; 
Loud  his  eulogiuras  echo'd  thro'  the  town  : 
Where'er  he  went,  ftill  crouds  around  him  throng. 
And  haii'd  the  patriot  as  he  pafs'd  along. 
See  the  loft  peer,  unhonour'd  now  by  all. 
Steal  through  the  ftreet,  or  Ikulk  along  the  Mall ; 
Applauding  founds  no  more  falute  his  ear. 
But  the  loud  Plan's  funk  into  a  fneer. 
Whence,  you'll  enquire,  could  fpring  a  change  fo  fad  ? 
Why,  the  poor  man  ran  military  mad  ; 
By  this  miftaken  maxira  ftill  milled. 
That  men  of  honour  m.uft  be  cloth'd  in  red. 
My  grandfire  v/ore  it,  Milo  cries — 'tis  good : 
But  know,  the  grandfire  ftain'd  it  red  with  blood, 
Firft  'midft  the  deathful  dangers  of  the  field. 
He  ftione  his  country's  guardian,  and  its  ftiield; 
Taught  Danube's  ftream  with  Gallic  gore  to  flow ; 
Hence  bloom'd  the  laurel  on  the  grandflre's  brow  : 

But 
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But  fhall  the  fon  exped:  the  wreath  to  wear. 
For  the  mock  triumphs  of  an  Hyde-park  war  ? 
Sooner  fhall  Bunhill,  Blenheim's  glories  claim. 
Or  Billers  riral  brave  Eugene  in  fame  ; 
Sooner  a  like  reward  their  labours  crown. 
Who  ftorm  a  dunghill,  and  who  fack  a  tov/n. 

Mark  our  bright  youths,  how  gallant  and  how  gar, 
Frefh  plum*d  and  powder'd  in  review  array. 
Unfpoil'd  each  feature  by  the  martial  fear, 

Lo  !  A aflumes  the  God  of  war  : 

Yet  vain,  while  prompt  to  arms  by  plume  and  pay. 
He  claims  the  foldier's  name  from  foldier's  play. 
This  truth,  my  v/arrior,  treafure  in  thy  bread, 
A  (landing  foldier  is  a  (landing  jeil. 
When  bloody  battles  dwindle  to  reviews. 
Armies  muft  then  defcend  to  puppet-lhews ; 
Where  the  lac'd  log  may  ftrut  the  foldier's  part, 
Bedeck'd  with  feather,  tho'  unarm'd  with  heart. 

There  are  v/ho  fay,  **  You  lafh  the  fins  of  men ! 
."  Leave,  leave  to  Pope  .the  poignance  of  the  pen  ; 
**  Hope  not  the  bays  fiiall  wreath  around  thy  head  ; 
"  Fannius  may  write,  but  Flaccus  will  be  read." 
Shall  only  one  have  privilege  to  blame  ? 
What  then,  are  vice  and  folly  royal  game  ? 
Muft  all  be  poachers  who  attempt  to  kill  ? 
All,  but  the  mighty  fovereign  of  the  quill  ? 
Sb.all  Pope,  alone,  the  plenteous  han'eft  have. 
And  I  not  glean  one  ftraggling  fool,  or  knave  ? 
Praife,  'tis  allow 'd,  is  free  to  all  mankind  ; 
Say,  why  fhould  honeft  fatire  be  confm'd  ? 

Tho% 
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Tho',  like  th'  immortal  bard's,  my  feeble  dart 
Stains  not  its  feather  in  the  culprit  heart; 
Yet  know,  the  fmalleft  infect  of  the  wing 
The  horfe  may  teaze,  or  elephant  can  fling  : 
Ev'n  I,  by  chance,  fome  lucky  darts  may  Ihow'r, 
And  gall  fome  great  Leviathans  of  pow'r. 

I  name  not  Walpole  ;  you  the  reafon  guefs  ; 
Mark  yon  fell  harpy  hov'ring  o'er  the  prefs. 
Secure  the  mufe  may  fport  with  names  of  kings ; 
Bat  miniilers,  my  friend,  are  dang'rous  things. 
Who  would  have  Paxton  *  anfwer  what  he  writ ; 
Or  fpecial  juries,  judges  of  his  wit  ? 

Pope  writes  unhurt — but  know,  'tis  difF'rent  quite 
To  beard  the  lion,  and  to  crufh  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dafn  the  Itatefraan  in  each  line  ; 
Thofe  dread  his  fatire,  who  dare  punifn  mine. 

Turn,  turn  your  fatire  then,  you  cry,  to  praife. 
Why,  praife  is  fatire,  in  thefe  {inful  days. 
Say,  fhculd  I  make  a.  patriot  of  Sir  Bill, 

Or  fwear  that  G 's  Duke  has  wit  at  will ; 

From  the  gull'd  knight  could  I  expeft  a  place. 
Or  hope  to  lye  a  dinner  from  his  grace, 
Tho'  a  reward  be  graciouily  bellow'd 
On  the  foft  fatire  of  each  birth-day  ode  ? 

The  good  and  bad  alike  with  praife  are  bleil ; 
Yet  thofe  who  merit  moft,  ftill  want  it  leaft  : 
But  confcious  vice  ftill  courts  the  chearing  ray. 
While  virtue  fhines,  nor  aiks  the  glare  of  day. 

*  A  famous  folicitor. 

Need 
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Need  I  to  any,  Pult'ney's  worth  declare  ? 
Or  tell  him  Carteret  charms,  who  has  an  ear  ? 
Or,  Pitt,  can  thy  example  be  unknown. 
While  each  fond  father  marks  it  to  his  fon  ? 

I  cannot  truckle  to  a  Have  in  ftate. 
And  praife  a  blockhead's  wit,  becaufe  he's  great : 
Down,  down,  ye  hungry  Garretteers,  defcend. 
Call  Walpole  *  Burleigh,  call  him  Britain's  friend  ; 
Behold  the  genial  ray  of  gold  appear. 
And  rouze,  ye  fwarma  of  Grub-ftreet  and  Rag-fair, 

See  with  what  zeal  yon  tiny  infed  f  bums. 
And  follows  queens  from  palaces  to  urns : 
Tho'  cruel  death  has  clos'd  the  royal  ear. 
The  flatt'ring  fly  ftill  buzzes  round  the  bier : 
But  what  avails,  fmce  queens  no  longer  live  ? 
Why,  kings  can  read,  and  kings,  you  know,  may  give. 
A  mitre  may  repay  his  heav'nly  crown. 
And,  while  he  decks  her  brow,  adorn  his  own. 

Let  Laureat  Cibber  birth-day  fonnets  fing. 
Or  Fanny  crawl,  an  ear-wig  on  the  king : 
W' hile  one  is  void  of  wit,  and  one  of  grace. 
Why  fhould  I  envy  either  fong  or  place  ? 
I  could  not  flatter,  the  rich  butt  to  gain  ; 
Nor  fink  a  flave,  to  rife  vice  chamberlain, 

*  See  thefe  two  charafters  compared  in  the  Gazetteers j  but, 
left  none  of  thofe  papers  fhould  have  efcaped  their  common  fate, 
fee  the  two  charafters  diftinguiihed  in  the  Crafcfman. 

f  A  certain  court  chaplain,  Dr.  Alured  Clarke,  who  wrote, 
or  rather  ftole,  a  charadler  of  the  late  queen  from  Dr.  Burnet's 
charadler  of  Queen  Mary.  This  pamphlet,  however,  has  beea 
afcribcd  to  Lord  Hervey. 

Perifh 
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Ferifh  my  verfe !  whene'er  one  venal  line 
Bedaubs  a  duke,  or  makes  a  king  divine. 
Firft  bid  me  fv/ear,  he's  found  who  has  the  plague. 
Or  Horace  rivals  Stanhope  at  the  Hague. 
What,  Iball  I  turn  a  pandar  to  the  throne. 
And  lift  with  B — 11  *  to  roar  for  half-a-crown  ? 
Sooner  T — r — 1  ihall  with  Tully  vie. 
Or  W — n — n  in  fenate  fcorn  a  lie  ; 
Sooner  Iberia  tremble  for  her  fate 
From  M h's  arms,  or  Ab-- — n's  debate. 

Tho'  fawning  ilatt'ry  ne'er  fhall  taint  my  lays. 
Yet  know,  when  virtue  calls,  I  burft  to  praife. 
Behold  yon  temple  +  rais'd  by  Cobham's  hand. 
Sacred  to  worthies  of  his  native  land  : 
Ages  were  ranfack'd  for  the  wife  and  great. 
Till  Barnard  came,  and  made  the  groupe  complete. 
Be  Barnard  there — enliven'd  by  the  voice. 
Each  bufto  bow'd,  and  fandtify'd  the  choice. 

Pointlefs  all  fatire  in  thefe  iron  times ; 
Too  faint  are  colours,  and  too  feeble  rhimes. 
Rife  then,  gay  fancy,  future  glories  bring. 
And  llretch  o'er  happier  days  thy  healing  wing. 

Rapt  into  thought,  lo  !  I  Britannia  fee 
Rifmg  fuperior  o'er  the  fubjeft  fea ; 

*  A  noted  agent  in  a  mob-regiment,  who  is  employed  to  re- 
ward their  venal  vociferations,  on  certain  occafions,  w^ith  half-a- 
crown  each  man. 

•j-  The  Temple  of  BritiHi  Worthies  in  the  gardens  at  Stow, 
In  which  the  Lord  Cobham  has  lately  ereiled  the  bufto  of  Sir 
John  Barnard. 

View 
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"View  her  gay  pendents  fpread  their  lilken  wings. 
Big  with  tiie  fate  of  empires,  ai^  of  kings : 
The  tow'ring  barks  dahce  lightly  o'er  the  main. 
And  roll  their  thunder  thro'  the  realms  of  Spain. 
Peace,  violated  maid,  they  afk  no  more. 
But  waft  her  back  triumphant  to  our  fhore ; 
While  buxom  Plenty,  laughing  in  her  train. 
Glads  ev'ry  heart,  and  crowns  the  warrior's  pain. 
On,  fancy,  on  J  ftiU  ftretch  the  pleafmg  fcene. 
And  bring  fair  freedom  with  her  golden  reign ; 
Chear'd  by  whofe  beams  ev'n  meagre  want  can  fmile. 
And  the  poor  peafant  whiflle  'raidft  his  toil. 

Such  days,  what  Briton  wilhes  not  to  fee  ? 
And  fuch  each  Briton,   Frederick*,   hopes   from 
thee. 

*  The  Father  of  George  the  Third. 
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TO       THE 


MOST  PUISSANT  and  INVINCIBLE 

Mr.     JOHN      EROUGHTON. 

T  T  A  D  this  dedication  been  addreffed  to  fome 
-*-  -*-  Reverend  Prelate,  or  Female  Court-Favourite, 
to  fome  Blundering  Statefman,  or  Apoftate  Patriot,  I 
fhould  doubtlefs  have  launched  into  the  higheft  en- 
comiums on  public  fpirit,  policy,  virtue,  piety,  &-c. 
and,  like  the  reft  of  my  Brother  Dedicators,  had  moft 
fuccefsfuUy  impofed  on  their  vanit}',  by  afcribing  to 
them  qualities  they  were  utterly  unacquainted  with  ;  by 
which  means  I  had  prudently  reaped  the  rev/ard  of  a 
Panegyrift  from  my  Patron,  and,  at  the  fame  time, 
fecured  the  reputation  of  a  Satyrift  with  the  public. 

But  fcorning  thefe  bafe  arts,  I  prefent  the  following 
Poem  to  you,  unfvvayed  by  either  flattery  or  intereft; 
fmce  your  modefty  would  defend  you  againft  the  poifon 
of  the  one,  and  your  known  ceconomy  prevent  an 
author's  expectations  of  the  other.  I  Hiall  therefore 
only  tell  you,  what  you  really  are,  and  leave  thofe 
(whofe  patrons  are  of  the  higher  clafs)  to  tell  them  what 
they  really  arc  nor.  But  fuch  is  the  depravity  of 
human  nature,  that  every  compliment  we  beftovv'  on 
another,  is  too  apt  to  be  deemed  a  fatire  on  ourfelves ; 
yet  furely,  while  I  am  praifing  the  flrength  of  your 
I  3  arm. 
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arm,  no  politician  can  think  it  meant  as  a  refieftion  on 
the  vveaknefs  of  his  head ;  or,  while  I  am  juftifying 
your  title  to  the  charafter  of  a  man,  will  any  modern 
Petit-Maitre  think  it  an  impeachment  of  his  affinity  to 
that  of  its  mimic  counterfeit,  a  monkey  ? 

Were  I  to  attempt  a  defcription  of  your  qualifications, 
I  might  jullly  have  recourfe  to  the  majefty  of  Agamem- 
non, the  courage  of  Achilles,,  the  lirength  of  Ajax, 
and  the  wifdom  of  Ulyfles ;  but,  as  your  own  heroic 
aflions  afford  us  the  beft  mirror  of  your  merits,  I  fhall 
leave  the  reader  to  view  in  that  the  amazing  luftre  of  a 
eharafter,  a  few  traits  of  which  only,  the  following 
Poem  was  intended  to  difplay ;  and  in  which,  had  the 
ability  of  the  Poet  equalled  the  magnanimity  of  his 
hero,  I  doubt  not  but  the  Gymnasiad  had,  like  the 
immortal  Iliad,  been  handed  down  to  the  admiration 
of  all  pofterity. 

As  your  fuperior  merits  contributed  towards  raifing 
you  to  the  dignities  you  now  enjoy,  and  placed  you 
even  as  the  Safe -guard  of  royalty  itfelf,  fo  I  cannot 
help  thinking  it  happy  for  the  Prince,  that  he  is  now- 
able  to  boaft  one  real  champion  in  his  fervice :  and 
what  Frenchman  would  not  tremble  more  at  the  puif- 
fant  arm  of  a  Brouchton,  than  at  the  ceremonious 
gauntlet  of  a  Dim  mack  ? 

I  am, 

with  the  moft  profound  refpeft 
to  your  HEROIC  virtues, 
your  moft  devoted, 

and  moft  humble  fervant, 

SCRIB< 
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OF       THE 


POEM. 

T  T  is  an  old  faying,  that  Neceffity  is  the  Mother  of 
-*-  Invention  :  it  fhould  feem  then  that  poetry,  which 
is  a  fpecies  of  invention,  muft  naturally  derive  its  be- 
ing from  the  fame  origin  :  hence  it  will  be  eafy  to  ac- 
count for  the  many  flimfy  ghoft-like  apparitions,  that 
every  day  make  their  appearance  among  us ;  for  if  it  be 
true,  as  naturalifts  obferve,  that  the  health  and  vigour 
of  the  mother  is  neceifary  to  produce  the  like  qualities 
in  the  child,  what  ilTue  can  be  expected  from  the  womb 
of  fo  meagre  a  parent  ? 

But  there  is  another  fpecies  of  poetry,  which,  in- 
ftead  of  owing  its  birth  to  the  belly,  like  Minerva 
fprings  at  once  from  the  head  :  of  this  kind  are  thofe 
produdions  of  wit,  fenfe,  andfpirit,  which  once  born, 
like  the  goddefs  herfelf,  immediately  become  immor- 
tal. It  is  true,  thefe  are  a  fort  of  miraculous  births, 
and  therefore  it  is  no  wonder  they  fnould  be  found  fo 
rare  among  us. — As  glory  is  the  noble  infpirer  of  the 
latter,  fo  hunger  is  the  natural  incentive  of  the  former  : 
thus  fame  and  food  are  the  fpurs  with  which  every 
poet  mounts  his  Psgafus;  but,  as  the  impetus  of  the 
I  4  bdl/ 
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belly  is  apt  to  be  more  cogent  than  that  of  the  head,  {o 
you  will  ever  fee  the  one  pricking  and  goading  a  tired 
jade  to  a  hobbling  trot,  while  the  other  only  incites  the 
foaming  ftecd  to  a  majeftic  capriol. 

The  gentle  reader,  it  is  apprehended,  will  not  long 
be  at  a  lofs  to  determine,  v/hich  fpecies  the  following 
produdion  ought  to  be  ranked  under  ;  but  as  the  parent 
moft  unnaturally  caft  rt  out  as  the  fpurious  ilTue  of  his 
brain,  and  even  cruelly  denies  it  the  common  privilege 
of  his  name ;  ftruck  with  the  delegable  beauty  of  its 
features,  I  could  not  avoid  adopting  the  little  poetic 
orphan,  and  by  drefling  it  up  with  a  few  notes.  Sec* 
prefent  it  to  the  public  as  perfed  as  poflible. 

Had  I,  in  imitation  of  other  great  authors,  only 
eonfulted  my  intereft  in  the  publication  of  this  inimit- 
able piece,  (which  doubtlefs  will  undergo  numerous 
im^prefTions)  I  might  firft  have  fent  it  into  the  world 
naked,  then,  by  the  addition  of  a  Commentary,  Notes 
Variorum,  Prolegomena,  and  all  that,  levied  a  new 
tax  upon  the  public  ;  and  after  all,  by  a  fort  of  modern 
poetical  legerdemain,  changing  the  name  of  the  prin- 
cipal hero,  and  inferring  a  fcv/  hypercritics  of  a  flatter- 
ing friend's,  have  rendered  the  former  editions  incor- 
rect, and  cozened  the  curious  reader  out  of  a  treble 
cop-fideration  for  the  fame  work ;  but  however  this  may 
fuit  the  tricking  arts  of  a  bookfeller,  it  is  certainly 
much  below  the  fublime  genius  of  an  author.^ — I  know 
it  will  be  faid,  that  a  man  has  an  equal  right  to  make 
•jts  much  as  he  can  of  his  wit,  as  well  as  of  his  money  ; 
but  then  it  ou2;ht  to  be  confidered*  whether  there  may 
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not  be  fuch  a  thing  as  ufury  In  both;  and  the  h\v 
having  only  provided  againft  it  in  one  inftance,  is,  I 
apprehend,  no  very  moral  plea  for  the  practice  of  it  in 
the  other  *. 

The  judicious  reader  will  eafily  perceive,  that  the 
following  Poem  in  all  its  properties  partakes  of  the 
epic ;  fuch  as  fighting,  fpeeching,  bullying,  ranting, 
&c.  (to  fay  nothing  of  the  moral)  and,  as  many  thou- 
fand  verfcs  are  thought  necefiar}'  to  the  conflruftion  of 
this  kind  of  Poem,  it  may  be  obje<fted,  that  this  is  too 
fhort  to  be  ranked  under  that  clafs :  to  which  I  fhall 
only  anfwer,  that  as  concifenefs  is  the  laft  fault  a  writer 
is  apt  to  commit,  fo  it  is  generally  the  firfl:  a  reader  is 
willing  to  forgive  ;  and  though  it  may  not  be  altogether 
fo  long,  yet  I  dare  fay,  it  will  not  be  found  lefs  re- 
plete with  the  true  Vis  poetica,  than  (not  to  mention 
the  Iliad,  iEneid,  &c.)  even  Leonidas  itfelf. 

*  As  this  may  be  thought  to  be  particularly  aimed  at  an 
author  who  was  lately  reported  to  be  dead,  and  whofe  lofs  all 
lovers  of  the  mufes  would  have  the  greatefl  reafon  to  lament  5  ij 
may  not  be  improper  to  afTure  the  reader,  that  it  was  written, 
and  intended  to  have  been  published,  before  that  report,  and  wa? 
only  meant  as  an  attack  upon  the  general  abufe  of  this  kind.— 
As  to  our  author  himfelf,  he  has  frequently  given  public  tefti- 
monles  of  his  veneration  for  that  great  man's  genius  ^  nor  may  it 
be  unentertaining  to  the  reader,  to  acquaint  him  with  one  private 
inftance  : — Immediately  on  hearing  the  report  of  Mr.  Pope's 
death,  he  was  heard  to  break  forth  in  the  following  exclamation  : 

Popr  dead! — Hufh,  hufh,  Rf.port,  the  fland'rous  lye  j 

Fame  fays  he  lives— Immortals  never  die. 

It 
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It  may  farther  be  objefted,  that  thecharaifters  of  our 
principal  heroes  are  too  humble  for  the  grandeur  of  the 
Epic  fable;  but  the  candid  reader  will  be  pleafed  to 
obferve,  that  they  are  not  here  celebrated  in  their 
mechanic,  but  in  their  heroic  capacities,  as  boxers^ 
who,  by  the  ancients  themfel^es,  have  ever  been  efteem- 
ed  worthy  to  be  immortalized  in  the  nobleft  works  of 
this  nature  ;  of  which  the  Epeus  and  Euryalus  o^ 
Homer,  and  the  Entellus  and  Dares  of  Virgil,  are  in- 
conteftable  authorities.  And  as  thofe  authors  were 
ever  careful,  that  their  principal  perfonages  (however 
mean  in  themfelves)  fhould  derive  their  pedigree  from 
fome  deity,  or  illuftrious  hero,  fo  our  author  has  with 
equal  propriety  made  his  fpring  from  Phaeton  and  Nep- 
tune ;  under  which  charaders  he  beautifully  allegorifes 
their  different  occupations  of  waterman  and  coach- 
man.— But  for  my  own  part,  I  cannot  conceive,  that 
the  dignity  of  the  hero's  profeffion  is  any  ways  effential 
to  that  of  the  a(fl:ion ;  for,  if  tlie  greateft  perfons  are 
guilty  of  the  meaneft  aftions,  why  may  not  the  greateft 
aflions  be  afcribed  to  the  meaneft  perfons  ? 

As  the  main  adion  of  this  Poem  is  entirely  fupport- 
ed  by  the  principal  heroes  themfelves,  it  has  been 
malicioufly  infmuated  to  be  defigned,  as  an  unmanner- 
ly reflediion  on  a  late  glorious  vidory,  where,  it  is 
pretended,  the  whole  aftion  was  atchieved  without  the 
interpontion  of  the  principal  heroes  at  all. — But  as  the 
moft  innocent  meanings  may  by  ill  minds  be  wrefted 
to  the  moft  wicked  purpofes,  if  any  fuch  conftrudion 
Ihould  be  made,  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  it  muft 

proceed 
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proceed  from  the  fadtious  venom  of  the  reader,  and 
not  from  any  difloyal  malignity  in  our  author,  who  is 
too  well  acquainted  with  the  power,  ever  to  arraign  the 
purity  of  government :  befides,  the  poignance  of  the 
fword  is  too  prevalent  for  that  of  the  pen ;  and  who, 
when  there  are  at  prefent  fo  many  thoufand  unanfwer- 
al^e  {landing  arguments  ready  to  defend,  would  ever 
be  Quixote  enough  to  attack,  either  the  omnipotence 
of  a  prince,  or  the  omnifcience  of  his  minifters  ? 

Were  I  to  attempt  an  analyfis  of  this  Poem,  I  could 
demonftrate  that  it  contains  (as  much  as  a  piece  of  fo 
fublime  a  nature  wdll  admit  of)  all  thofe  true  ftandards 
of  wit,  humour,  raillery,  fatire,  and  ridicule,  which 
a  late  writer  has  fo  marvelloully  difcovered,  and  might, 
on  the  part  of  our  author,  fay  with  that  profound 
critic, — "Jada  eji  Aha  :  but  as  the  obfcurity  of  a  beauty 
too  ftrongly  argues  the  want  of  one,  fo  an  endeavour 
to  elucidate  the  merits  of  the  following  performance, 
might  be  apt  to  give  the  reader  a  difadvantageous  im- 
preffion  againft  it,  as  it  might  tacitly  imply  they  were 
too  myflerious  to  come  within  the  compafs  of  his  cora- 
prehenfion.  I  fhall  therefore  leave  them  to  his  more 
curious  obfervation,  and  bid  him  heartily  farewell — 
Le^e  ^  delegare, 

'SCRIBLERUS    TeRTIUS, 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  invocation,  the  propoiition,  the  night  before  the 
battle  defcribed ;  the  morning  opens,  and  difcovers 
the  multitude  hailing  to  the  place  of  aftion ;  their 
various  profefTions,  dignities.  Sec.  illuftrated ;  the 
fpeclators  being  feated,  the  youthful  combatants  are 
firft  introduced  ;  their  manner  of  fighting  difplayed  ; 
to  thefe  fucceed  the  champions  of  a  higher  degree; 
their  fuperior  abilities  marked,  fome  of  the  moft 
eminent  particularly  celebrated;  mean  while,  the 
principal  heroes  are  reprefented  fitting,  and  ruminat- 
ing on  the  approaching  combat,  v.hen  the  herald 
fumraons  them  to  the  liils. 

SING,  fing,  O  mufe,  the  dire  contefted  fray. 
And  bloody  honours  of  that  dreadful  day, 
WTien  Phaeton's  bold  fon  (tremendous  name) 
Dar'd  Neptune's  offspring  to  the  liils  of  fame. 

5  What 

V.  3,  4.    WheT  Phaeton's   bold  fon")       It  is  ufual  for  Poets  to 

Dar'd  Neptune's  offspring    5  ^^^^  the   fons    after    the 

names  of  their  fathers ;  as  Agamemnon  the  fon  of  Atreus,  and 

Achilles 
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5"  What  fury  fraught  thee  with  ambition's  fire. 
Ambition,  equal  foe  to  fon  and  fire  ? 
One,  haplefs  fell  by  Jove's  asthereal  arms. 
And  one,  the  Triton's  mighty  povv'r  difarms. 

Now  all  lay  hulh'd  within  the  folds  of  night, 
10  And  faw  in  painted  dreams  th'  important  fight; 
While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  turn  the  fcales. 
And  now  this  hero,  and  now  that  prevails ; 
Blows  and  imaginary  blood  furvey. 
Then  waking,  watch  the  flow  approach  of  day ; 
1^  When,  lo  !  Aurora  in  her  faffron  veil 

Darts  a  glad  ray,  and  gilds  the  ruddy  Eaft. 

Forth  iifuing  now  all  ardent  feek  the  place 
Sacred  to  fame,  and  the  Athletic  race. 

Achilles  the  Ton  of  Peleus,  are  frequently  termed  Pelides  and 
Atrides.  Our  author  would  doubtlefs  have  followed  this  laud- 
able example,  but  he  found  Broughtonides  and  Stephenfonides, 
or  their  contra£tions,  too  unmufical  for  m^tre,  and  therefore 
with  wonderful  art  adopts  two  poetical  parents  j  which  obviates 
the  difficulty,  and  at  the  fame  time  heightens  the  dignity  of  his 
heroes.  Bentleides. 

V.  6.  Ambition,  equal  foe  to  fon  and  fire  ?]  It  has  been 
maintained  by  feme  philofophers,  that  the  paflions  of  the  mind 
are  in  fome  meafure  hereditary,  as  well  as  the  features  of  the 
body.  According  to  this  do<5lrine,  our  author  very  beautifully 
reprefents  the  frailty  of  ambition  defcending  from  father  to  fon  ; 
*~and  as  original  fin  may  in  fome  fort  be  accounted  for  on  this 
fyftem,  it  is  very  probable  our  author  had  a  theological,  as  well 
as  phyfical,  and  moral  meaning  in  this  verfe. 

For  the  latter  part  of  this  note,  we  are  obliged  to  an  eminent 
divine. 

As 
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As  from  their  hive  the  cluft'ring  fqiiadrons  pour 
2  0  O'er  fragrant  meads,  to  fip  the  vernal  flow'r; 
So  from  each  inn  the  legal  fwarms  impel. 
Of  banded  feers,  and  pupils  of  the  quill. 
Senates  and  (hambles  pour  forth  all  their  ftore, 
Mindful  of  mutton,  and  of  laws  no  more  ; 
z^  E'en  money-bills,  uncourtly,  now  muft  wait. 
And  the  fat  lamb  has  one  more  day  to  bleat. 
The  highway  knight  now  draws  his  piftol's  load, 
Refts  his  faint  fteed,  and  this  day  franks  the  road. 

BailitFs, 

V.  2  1.  legal  fwarms  impel,]  An  ingenious  critic  of  my  ac- 
quaintance obie£led  to  this  fimiie,  and  would  by  no  means  admit 
the  comparifon  between  bees  and  lawyers  to  be  juft  :  one,  he  faidj 
was  an  induftrious,  harmlefs,  and  Hfeful  fpecies,  none  of  which 
properties  could  be  affirmed  of  the  other  j  and  therefore  he 
thought  the  drone,  that  lives  on  the  plunder  of  the  hive,  a  more 
proper  archetype.  I  muft  confefs  myfelf  in  fome  meafure  in- 
clined to  fubfcribe  my  friend's  opinion  ;  but  then  we  muft  confi- 
der,  that  our  author  did  not  intend  to  defcribe  their  qualities,  but 
their  number  ;  and  in  this  refpetl  no  one,  I  think,  can  have 
any  objeftion  to  the  propriety  of  the  comparifon. 

V.  24.  and  of  laws  no  more;]  The  original  MS.  has  it 
bribes  j  but,  as  this  might  feem  to  caft  an  invidious  afperfion  on 
a  certain  aflfembly,  remarkable  for  their  abhorrence  of  venality 3 
and,  at  the  fame  time,  might  fubjecl  our  publiflier  to  fome  little 
inconveniences;  I  thought  it  prudent  to  foften  the  exprelTion  : 
hsfides,  I  think  this  reading  renders  our  author's  thought  more 
natural  5  for,  though  we  fee  the  moft  trifling  avocations  are  able 
to  drav.'  off  their  attention  from  the  public  utility,  y;t  nothing  is 
fufiicient  to  divert  a  fteady  purfuit  of  their  private  emolument. 

V.  iS.  this  day  franks  the  road.]  Our  Poet  here  artfully 
infmuates  the  dignity  of  the  coaibat  he  is  about  to  celebrate,  by 

its 
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Bailiffs,  in  crouds,  negleft  the  dormant  writ, 
go  And  give  another  Sunday  to  the  nit : 

He  too  would  hie,  but,  ah  !  his  fortunes  frown  ; 

Alas !  the  fatal  pafTport's — half-a-crown. 

Shoals  prefs  on  ihoals,  from  palace  and  from  cell ; 

Lords  yield  the  Court,  and  butchers  Cierkenwell. 
35  St.  Giles's  natives,  never  known  to  fail. 

All  who  have  haply  'fcap'd  th*  obdurate  jail ; 

There  many  a  martial  fon  of  Tottenham  lies,       -» 

Bound  in  Deveilian  bands,  a  facrifice  l 

To  2ingry  juilice,  nor  muft  view  the  prize.  J 

^o       Affembled  myriads  croud  the  circling  feats. 
High  for  the  combat  every  bofom  beats, 

its  being  able  to  prevail  on  a  highwayman  to  lay  afide  his  buli- 
nefs,  to  become  a  fpcftator  of  itj — and  as,  on  this  occafion,  he 
makes  him  forfake  his  daily  bread,  while  the  fenator  only  negleds 
the  bufmefs  of  the  nation,  it  may  be  obferved,  how  fatirically  he 
gives  the  preference,  in  point  of  dlfintereftednefs,  to  the  high- 
wayman. 

V.  37.  There  many  a  martial  fon,  &c.]  The  unv;ary  reader 
may  from  this  paflage  be  apt  to  conclude,  that  an  amphitheatre 
is  little  better  than  a  nurfery  for  the  gallows,  and  that  there  is  a 
fort  of  phyfical  conne£Vion  between  boxing  and  thieving  ;  but  al- 
though boxing  may  be  a  ufefui  ingredient  in  a  thief,  yet  it  does 
not  neceflarily  make  him  one.  Boxing  is  the  effe£t,  not  the 
jcaufe  j  and  men  are  not  thieves  becaufe  they  are  boxers,  but' 
boxers  becaufe  they  are  thieves.  Thus  tricking,  lying,  evafion, 
with  feveral  other  fuch-like  cardinal  virtues,  are  a  fort  of  proper- 
ties pertaining  to  the  prcdice  of  the  law,  as  well  as  to  the 
mercurial  profeflion.  But  would  any  one  therefore  infer,  that 
every  lawyer  muft  be  a  thief?  Scholiast. 

Each 


128        p.   WHITEHEAD'S     POEMS. 

Each  bofom  partial  for  its  hero  bold. 
Partial  thro'  friendfnip — or  depending  gold. 

But  firft,  the  infant  progeny  of  Mars 
45  Join  in  the  liils,  and  wage  their  pigmy  wars ; 
Train'd  to  the  manual  %ht,  and  bruifeful  toil* 
The  Hop  defenfive,  and  gymnaftic  foil. 
With  nimble  fifts  their  early  prowefs  Ihow, 
And  mark  the  future  hero  in  each  blow. 

50       To  thefe,  the  hardy  iron  race  fucceed. 

All  fons  of  Hockley  and  fierce  Brick-ftreet  breed : 
Mature  in  valour,  and  inur'd  to  blood, 
Dauntlefs  each  foe  in  form  terrific  flood ; 
Their  callous  bodies,  frequent  in  the  fray, 

55  Mock'd  the  fell  ftroke,  nor  to  its  force  gave  way. 
'Mongft  thefe  Gloverius,  not  the  laft  in  fame. 
And  he  whofe  clog  delights  the  beauteous  dame; 

V.  44.  infant  progeny  of  Mars]   Our  author  in  this   defcrip- 
tion  alludes  to  the  Lufus  Trojae  of  Virgil, 
*'  Incedunt  Pueri 


•Trojae  Juventus 


Pugnaeque  ciunt  fimulachra  fub  armls." 

V.  51.  Hockley  and  rierce  Brick-lheet  breed]  Two  famous 
athletic  Seminaries. 

V.  57.  And  he  whofe  clog.  Sec.']  Here  we  are  prefented  with  a 
laudable  imitation  of  the  ancient  fimplicity  of  manners ;  for,  as 
Cincinnatus  difJained  not  the  homely  employment  of  a  plough- 
man, fo  we  fee  our  hero  condefcending  to  the  humble  occupation 
of  a  Clog-makerj  and  this  is  the  more  to  be  admired,  as  it  is 
one  charafteriftic  of  modern  heroifm,  to  be  either  above  or  below 
any  occupation  at  all. 

Nor 
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Nor  leaft  thy  praife,  whofe  artificial  light. 
In  Dian's  abfence,  gilds  the  clouds  of  night. 

60       While  thefe  the  combat's  direful  arts  difplay. 
And  fhare  the  bloody  fortunes  of  the  day. 
Each  hero  fat,  revolving  in  his  foul 
The  various  means  that  might  his  foe  controul  j 
Conqueft  and  glory  each  proud  bofom  warms, 

6^  When,  lo  !  the  Herald  fummons  them  to  arms. 

V.  5S.  whofe  artificial  light,]  Various  and  violent  have  been 
the  controverfies,  whether  our  author  here  intended  to  celebrate 
a  lamp-lighter,  or  a  link-boy  j  but  as  there  are  heroes  of  both 
capacities  at  prefent  in  the  fchool  of  honour,  it  is  difficult  to 
determine,  whether  the  Poet  alludes  to  a  Wells,  or  a  Buck- 
horfe. 


VoL.LXX.  K  BOOK 
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ARGUMENT. 

Stephenson  enters  the  lifts;  a  defcription  of  his 
figure ;  an  encomium  on  his  abilities,  with  refpeft 
to  the  charafter  of  coachman,  Broughton  advances ; 
his  reverend  form  defcribed  ;  his  fuperior  (kill  in  the 
management  of  the  lighter  and  wherry  difplayed ; 
his  triumph  of  the  badge  celebrated;  his  fpeech ; 
his  former  vidorics  recounted ;  the  preparation  for 
the  combat,  and  the  horror  of  the  fpeftators  *. 

FIRS  T,  to  the  fight,  advanc'd  the  Charioteer: 
High  hopes  of  glor}-  on  his  brow  appear ; 
Terror  vindictive  fiafhes  from  his  eye, 
(To  one  the  fates  the  vifual  ray  deny;) 

*  Argument.]  It  was  doubtlefs  in  obedience  to  cuftom,  and 
tlie  example  of  other  great  Poets,  that  our  author  has  thought 
proper  to  prefix  an  argument  to  each  book,  being  minded  that 
nothing  fhould  be  wanting  in  the  ufual  paraphernalia  of  works 
of  this  kind. — For  my  own  part,  I  am  at  a  lofs  to  account  for  the 
ufe  of  them,  unlefs  it  be  to  fwell  a  volume,  or,  like  bills  of  fare, 
to  advertife  the  reader  what  he  is  to  expeft  j  that,  if  it  contains 
nothing  likely  to  fuit  his  tafte,  he  may  preferve  his  appetite  for 
I  he  next  courfe. 

5  Fierce 
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5  Fierce  glow'd  his  looks,which  fpoke  his  inward  rage ; 
He  leaps  the  bar,  and  bounds  upon  the  ftage. 
The  roofs  re-eccho  with  exulting  cries. 
And  all  behold  him  with  admiring  eyes. 
Ill-fated  youth !  what  rafh  delires  could  warm 

I  o  Thy  manly  heart,  to  dare  the  Triton's  arm  ? 
Ah  !  too  unequal  to  thefe  martial  deeds, 
Tho'  none  more  fkill'd  to  rule  the  foaming  deeds. 
The  courfers,  ftill  obedient  to  thy  rein. 
Now  urge  their  flight,  or  now  their  flight  reflrain. 

15  Had  mighty  Diomed  provok'd  the  race. 
Thou  far  had'ft  left  the  Grecian  in  difgrace. 
Where-e'er  you  drove,  each  inn  confefs'd  your  fwav. 
Maids  brought  the  dram,  and  ofllers  flew  with  hay. 
But  know,  tho'  fkill'd  to  guide  the  rapid  car, 

20  None  wages  like  thy  foe  the  manual  "war. 

Now  Neptune's  offspring  dreadfully  ferene. 
Of  fize  gigantic,  and  tremendous  mien. 
Steps  forth,  and  'midft  the  fated  lifts  appears ; 
Rev'rend  his  form,  but  yet  not  worn  with  years. 

V.  6,  7.  He  leaps  the  bar,  &c.  7      See    the    defcriptions   of 
The  roofs  re-eccho       3  Dares  in  Virgil. 
**  Nee  mora,  continuo  vaftis  cum  vlribus  effert 
*'  Ora  Dares,  magnoque  virum  fe  murmure  toilit." 
«  V.  19.  But  know,  tho'  fkill'd]  Here  our  author  inculcates  a 
fine  moral,  by  fhowing  how  apt  men  are  to  miftake  their  talents  j 
but  were  men   only   to  adi  in   their   proper  fpheres,  how  often 
fhould  we  fee  the  Parfon  in  the  pew  of  the  Peafant,  the  Author 
in  the  character  of  his  Hawker,  or  a  Beau  in  the  livery  of  hi3 
Footman !  &c. 

K  2  29  To 
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25  To  him  none  equal,  in  his  youthful  day. 
With  feather'd  oar  to  fkim  the  liquid  v/ay ; 
Or  thro'  thofe  ftreights  whofe  waters  ftun  the  ear. 
The  loaded  lighter's  bulky  weight  to  fteer. 
Soon  as  the  ring  their  ancient  warrior  view'd, 

30  Joy  fill'd  their  hearts,  and  thund'ring  Ihouts  enfu'd ; 
Loud  as  when  o'er  Thamefis'  gentle  flood, 
Superior  with  the  Triton  youths  he  row'd ; 
While  far  a-hcad  his  winged  wherry  flew, 
Touch'd  the  glad  fliore,  and  claim'd  the  Badge  its 
due. 

35       Then  thus  indignant  he  accofts  the  foe, 
(While  high  difdain  fat  prideful  on  his  brow  :) 
Tong  has  the  laurel-wreath  victorious  fpread 
Its  facred  honours  round  this  hoary  head  ; 
The  prize  of  conquefl:  in  each  doubtful  fray, 

40  And  dear  reward  of  many  a  dire-fought  day. 

Now  youth's  coid  wane  the  vig'rous  pulfe  has  chas'd. 
Froze  all  my  blood,  and  ev'ry  nerve  unbrac'd  j 

V.  34.  the  Badge  its  due.]  A  prize  given  by  Mr.  Dogget,  to 
be  annually  contefted  on  the  firft  of  Auguft. — As,  among  the 
ancients,  games  and  fpofts  were  celebrated  on  mournful  as  well 
as  joyful  events,  there  has  been  feme  controverfy,  whether  our 
loyal  Comedian  meant  the  compliment  to  the  fetting  or  rifing 
Monarch  of  that  day ;  but,  as  the  plate  has  a  horfe  for  its 
device,  I  am  induced  to  impute  it  to  the  latter ;  and,  doubtlefss 
he  prudently  coiifidered,  that,  as  a  living  dog  is  better  than  a 
dead  lion,  the  living  horfe  had,  at  leaft,  an  equal  title  to  the 
fame  preference. 

V.  42.  Froze  all  my  blood,]   See  Virgil. 

*'  Sed  enim  gelidus  tardante  fene£la 

«  Sanguis  hebet,  frigcntque  eftcjtse  in  corpore  vires." 

Now, 
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Nosv,  from  thefe  temples  Ihall  the  fpoils  be  torn. 

In  fcomful  triumph  by  my  foe  be  worn  ? 
45  What  then  avail  my  various  deeds  in  arms. 

If  this  proud  creft  thy  feeble  force  difarms  ? 

Loft  be  my  glories  to  recording  fame. 

When,  foil'd  by  thee,  the  coward  blafts  my  name ! 

I,  who  e'er  manhood  my  young  joints  had  knit, 
50  Firft  taught  the  fierce  Grettonius  to  fubmit; 

While,  drench'd  in  blood,  he  proftrate  prefs'd  the 
floor. 

And  inly  groan'd  the  fatal  words — no  more. 

Allenius  too,  who  ev'ry  heart  difmay'd, 

Whofe  blows,  like  hail,  flew  rattling  round  the  head ; 
55  Him  oft  the  ring  beheld  with  weeping  eyes, 

Stretch'd  on  the  ground,  reluctant  yield  the  prize. 

Then  fell  the  Swain,  with  whom  none  e'er  could  vie. 

Where  Harrow's  fteeple  darts  into  the  fky. 

V.  50.  Fierce  Grettonius  to  fubmit;]  Gretton,  the  mod 
famous  Athleta  in  his  days,  over  whom  our  hero  obtained  his 
maiden  prize. 

V.  53.  Allenius  too,  &c.]  Vulgarly  known  by  the  Plebeian 
name  of  Pipes,  which  a  learned  critic  will  have  to  be  derived 
from  the  art  and  myflery  of  pipe-naaking,  in  which  it  is  affirmed 
this  hero  was  an  adept.— As  he  was  the  dellcium  pugnach  generist 
our  author,  with  marvellous  judgment,  reprefents  the  Ring 
weeping  at  his  defeat. 

V.  54.  Whofe  blows,  like  hail,  &c.]  Virgil. 

" quam  multa  grandine  nimbi 

"  Culminibus  crepitant." ' 

V.  57.  Then  fell  the  fwain,]  Jeoffrcy  Birch,  who,  In  feveral 
encounters,  ferved  only  to  augment  the  number  of  our  hero's 
triumphs. 

K  3  Next 
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Next  the  bold  youth  a  bleeding  vidim  lay, 
60  \'^liore  waving  curls  the  Barber's  art  difplay. 
You  too  this  arm's  tremendous  prowefs  know ; 
Ralhi  man,  to  make  this  arm  again  thy  foe ! 

This  faid — the  heroes  for  the  fight  prepare. 
Brace  their  big  limbs,  and  brawny  bodies  bare. 

6^  The  fturdy  fmews  all  aghaft  behold. 
And  ample  Ihoulders  of  Atlean  mould ; 
Like  Titan's  offspring,  who  'gainft  heaven  ftrove. 
So  each,  tho'  mortal,  fecm'd  a  match  for  Jove. 
Now  round  the  ring  a  filent  horror  reigns, 

■-o  Speechlefs  each  tongue,  and  bloodlefs  all  their  veins; 
When,  lo !  the  champions  give  the  dreadful  fign. 
And  hand  in  hand  in  friendly  token  join ; 
Thofe  iron  hands,  which  foon  upon  the  foe 
With  giant-force  muit  deal  the  deathful  blow, 

V.  59.  Next  the  bold  youth]  As  this  champion  is  ftill  living, 
and  even  difputes  the  palm  of  manhood  with  our  hero  himfelf,  I 
ihall  leave  him  to  be  the  fubjeft  of  immortality  in  fome  future 
Gymnafiad,  fhould  the  fuperiority  of  his  prowefs  ever  juftify  his 
title  to  the  corctta  pugnea. 

V.  63.  This  faid,  &c.]    Virgil. 

*'  Haec  fatus,  duplicem  ex  Humerls  rejecit  Amidlum  j 
*'  Et  magnos  Membrorum  Artus,  magna  olTa  lacertofque 
«'   Exuit." 


BOOK 
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BOOK        III. 


ARGUMENT. 

A  defcriptioxn  of  the  battle ;  Stephenfon  is  vanquiflied ; 
the  manner  of  his  body  being  carried  off  by  his 
friends ;  Broughton  claims  the  prize,  and  takes  his 
final  leave  of  the  ftage. 

FULL  in  the  centre  now  they  fix  in  form. 
Eye  meeting  eye,  and  arm  oppos'd  to  arm ; 
With  wily  feints  each  other  now  provoke. 
And  cautious  meditate  th'  impending  firoke. 
5  Th'  impatient  youth,  infpir'd  by  hopes  of  fame, 
Firft  fped  his  arm,  unfaithful  to  its  aim ; 
The  wary  warrior,  watchful  of  his  foe. 
Bends  back,  and  'fcapes  the  death-defigning  blow; 
With  erring  glance  it  founded  by  his  ear, 
10  And  v.'hizzing,  fpent  its  idle  force  in  air. 
Then  quick  advancing  on  th'  unguarded  head, 
A  dreadful  fhow'r  of  thunderbolts  he  flied  : 
As  when  a  whirlwind,  from  fome  cavern  broke. 
With  furious  blafts  affaults  the  monarch  oak, 

V.  7,  8. watchful  of  his  foe,  Z  V*    M 

Bends  back,  and  'fcapes  the  death-defigning  blow  j  S 

*«  ille  i£tum  venientem  a  vertice  velox 

"  Praevidit,  celerique  elapfus  corpore  ceffit." 
V.  10.  its  idle  force  in  air.]  Idem. 

<«  ■    ■■    ■■  ..vires  in  ventum  effudit."— — — 

K  4.  15  This 
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15  This  way  and  that  its  lofty  top  it  bends. 

And  the  fierce  ftorm  the  crackling  branches  rends ; 
So  wav'd  the  head,  and  now  to  left  and  rioht 
Rebounding  flies,  and  crafh'd  beneath  the  weight. 

Like  the  young  lion  wounded  by  a  dart, 
20  Whofe  fury  kindles  at  the  galling  fmart ; 
The  hero  rouzes  with  redoubled  ragre. 
Flies  on  the  foe,  and  foams  upon  the  ftage. 
Now  grappling,  both  in  clofe  contention  join. 
Legs  lock  in  legs,  and  arms  in  arms  entwine  : 
25  They  fweat,   they  heave,  each  tugging  nerve  they 
rirain ; 
Both,  fix'd  as  oaks,  their  flurdy  trunks  fuftain. 
At  length  the  chief  his  wily  art  difplay'd, 
Poiz'd  on  his  hip  the  haplefs  youth  he  laid ; 
Aloft  in  air  his  quivering  limbs  he  throw'd, 
30  Then  on  the  ground  down  dafh'd  the  pond'rous  load. 
So  feme  vail  ruin  on  a  mountain's  brow. 
Which  tott'ring  hangs,  and  dreadful  nods  below. 
When  the  fierce  tempeft  the  foundation  rends, 
Whirl'd  thro'  the  air  v/ith  horrid  crulh  defcends. 

V.  19.  Like  the  young  lion]  It  may  be  obferved,  that  our 
author  has  treated  the  reader  but  with  one  finiile  throughout  the 
two  foregoing  books  j  but,  in  order  to  make  him  ample  amends, 
has  given  him  no  1-fs  than  fix  in  this.  Doubtlefs  this  was  in 
imicaticn  of  Homer,  and  artfully  intended  to  heighten  the  dignity 
of  the  main  adlion,  as  well  as  our  admiration,  towards  the  con- 
clufion  of  his  work. — Finis  coronat  cpui^ 

V.  24.  Arms  in  arms  entwine,]   Virgil. 

♦'  Immifcentque  manus  manibus,  pugnaraque  lacefTunt." 

3S  ^ol^ 
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3^       Bold  and  undaunted  up  the  hero  rofe. 
Fiercer  his  bofom  for  the  combat  elows ; 
Shame  ftung  his  manly  heart,  and  fiery  rage 
New  fteel'd  each  nerve,   redoubled  war  to  wage. 
Swift  to  revenge  the  dire  difgrace  he  flies, 

40  Again  fufpended  on  the  hip  he  lies : 

Dafii'd  on  the  ground,  again  had  fatal  ftllf 
Haply  the  barrier  caught  his  flying  heel ; 
There  faft  it  hung,  th'  imprifon'd  head  gave  way. 
And  the  ftrong  arm  defrauded  of  its  prey. 

45  Vain  ftrove  the  chief  to  whirl  the  mountain  o'er  ; 
It  flipt — he  headlong  rattles  on  the  Pioor. 
Around  the  ring  loud  peals  of  thund-T  rife. 
And  fliouts  exultant  eccho  to  the  (kies. 

Uplifted 

V.  35.   Buld  and  undaunted,   &c.]   Virgil. 

"   At  non  tardatus  cafu,  neque  terricus  heros, 
*'  Acrlor  ad  pugnam  redit,  &  vini  fufcitat  ira. 

*•'   Turn  pudcr  incendit  vires ." 

V.  4i.  Haply  the  barrier,  &c.]  Our  author,  like  Homer 
himfelf,  is  no  lefs  to  be  admired  in  the  charafter  of  an  hiilorian 
than  in  that  of  a  poet:  we  fee  him  here  faithfully  leciting  the 
mofl:  misute  incidents  of  the  battle,  and  informing  us,  that  the 
youthful  hero,  being  on  the  lock,  mud  again  inevitably  have 
come  to  the  ground,  had  not  his  heel  catched  the  bar  j  and  that 
his  antagonift,  by  the  violence  of  his  {training,  flipt  his  arm 
over  his  head,  aiid  by  that  means  received  the  fall  he  intended  the 
enemy-— I  thought  it  incumbent  on  me  as  a  commentator  to  fay 
thus  much,  to  iliuftra.ethe  meaning  of  our  author,  which  might 
feem  a  little  obfcure  to  thofe  who  are  unacquainted  with  conflicts 
of  this  kind. 

V.  48.  eccho  to  the  ftcies,  &c.j  Virgil. 

'<  It  clamor  ccelu — — '» 

The 
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Uplifted  now  inanimate  he  feems, 
ro  Forth  from  his  noftrils  gufh  the  purple  ftreams ; 
Gafping  for  breath,  and  impotent  of  hand. 
The  youth  beheld  his  rival  ftagg'ring  iland : 
But  he,  alas!  had  felt  th'  unnerving  blow. 
And  gaz'd,  unable  to  afiault  the  foe. 
55  As  when  two  monarchs  of  the  brindled  breed 
Difpute  the  proud  dominion  of  the  mead. 
They  fight,  they  foam,  then  weary'd  in  the  fray. 
Aloof  retreat,  and  low'ring  ftand  at  bay ; 
So  ftood  the  heroes,  and  indignant  glar'd, 
60  While  grim  with  blood  their  rueful  fronts  were 
fmear'd ; 
Till  with  returning  ftrength  new  rage  returns, 
Again  their  arms  are  fteel'd,   again    each    bofom 
burns. 

IncefTant  now  their  hollow  fides  they  pound. 
Loud  on  each  breaft  the  bounding  bangs  refound  ; 

The  learned  reader  will  perceive  our  author's  frequent  allufions 
to  Virgil;  and  whether  he  intended  them  as  tranflations  or  imi- 
tations of  the  Roman  Poet,  muft  give  us  paufe :  but  as,  in  our 
modern  produdlions,  we  find  imitations  are  generally  nothing 
more  than  bad  tranflations,  and  tranflations  nothing  more  than 
bad  imitations;  it  would  equally,  I  fuppofe,  fatisfy  the  gall  o( 
the  critic,  fliould  thefe  unluckily  fall  within  either  defcription. 
V.  63.  IncefTant  now,  &c.]    Virgil. 

*'  Multa  viri  nequicquam  inter  fe  vulnera  ja6lant : 
*'  Multa  cavo  iateri  ingeminant,  &  peclore  vaftos 
**  Dant  fonitus,  erratque  aures  &  tempora  circum 
**  Crebra  manus :  duro  crepitant  fub  vulnere  malae." 

6s  Their 
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65  Their  flying  fifts  around  the  temples  glow. 
And  the  jaws  crackle  with  the  maffy  blow. 
The  raging  combat  ev'ry  eye  appalls. 
Strokes  following  ftrokes,  and  fails  fucceeding  falls. 
Now  droop'd  the  youth,  yet,  urging  all  his  might, 

70  With  feeble  arm  ftill  vindicates  the  fight. 

Till  on  the  part  where  heav'd  the  panting  breath, 
A  fatal  blow  imprefs'd  the  feal  of  death. 
Down  dropt  the  hero,  welt'ring  in  his  gore. 
And  his  ftrerch'd  limbs  lay  qniv'ring  on  the  floor. 

75  So,  when  a  Falcon  Ikims  the  airy  way. 

Stoops  from  the  clouds,  and  pounces  on  his  prey; 
Dafli'd  on  the  earth  the  feather'd  viclim  lies. 
Expands  its  feeble  wings,  and,  fluttering,  dies. 
His  faithful  friends  their  dying  hero  rear'd, 

80  O'er  his  broad  (boulders  dangling  hung  his  head  ; 
Dragging  its  limbs,  they  bear  the  body  forth, 
Maih'd  teeth  and  clotted  blood  came  iflTaing  from 
his  mouth. 

Thus  then  the  vidor — O  celeflial  pow'r ! 
Who  gave  this  arm  to  boail  one  triumph  more ; 
85  Now  grey  in  glory,  let  my  labours  ceafe. 

My  blood -flain'd  laurel  wed  the  branch  of  peace ; 

V.  79.  His  faithful  friends]    Virgil. 

"   Aft  ilium  fidi  ^quales,  genua  asgra  trahentem, 
"  Ja£tantemque  utroque  caput,  craffun:ique  cruorem 
"  Ore  rejeftantem,  miftofque  in  fangulne  dentes, 
«  Ducunt  ad  naves''" 

Lur'd 
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Lur'd  by  the  luftre  of  the  golden  prize. 
No  more  in  combat  this  proud  creft  fhall  rife ; 
To  future  heroes  future  deeds  belong, 
90  Be  mine  the  theme  of  fome  immortal  fong. 

This  faid — he  feiz'd  the  prize,  while  round  the 
ring. 
High  foar'd  applaufe  on  acclamation's  wing. 

V.  88.  No  more  in  combat,  &:c.]    Idem. 

*•'  hie  Vi(5lor  cxllus,  artemque  repono,'* 
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SATIRE,         1747. 

**  Primores  popull  arripuit  populumque  tributim  j 
*'  Scilicet  uni  xquus  virtuti  atque  ejus  amicis." 


Hoe 


«  T    OAD,  load  the  Pallet,  boy!"  hark!  Hogarth 

-*— '  cries, 

<'  Fad  as  I  paint,  freih  fwarms  of  fools  arifcf 
"  Groups  rife  on  groups,  and  mock  the  pencil's  pow'r, 
**  To  catch  each  new-blown  folly  of  the  hour." 

While  hum'rous  Hogarth  paints  each  folly  dead. 
Shall  vice  triumphant  rear  its  hydra  head  ? 
At  fatire's  fov'reign  nod  difdain  to  ihrink  ? 
New  reams  of  paper,  and  frefli  floods  of  ink ! 
On  then,  my  mufe  !  Herculean  labours  dare. 
And  wage  with  virtue's  foes  eternal  war ; 
Range  thro'  the  town  in  fcarch  of  ev'ry  ill. 
And  cleanfe  th'  Augean  liable  Vvith  thy  quill, 

''  But  what  avails  the  poignance  of  the  fong, 
"  Since  all,  you  cry,  ftill  perfevere  in  wrong? 

"  Would 
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"  Would  courtly  crimes  to  Mulgrave's  *  mufe  fubmit  ? 

«*  Or  bludi'd  the  monarch  tho'  a  Wilmot+  writ? 

"  Still  pandar  Peers  difgrac'd  the  rooms  of  ftate, 

**  Still  Cssiar's  bed  fuftain'd  a  foreign  weight ; 

♦«  Slaves  worfhipp'd  ftiil  the  golden  Calf  of  Pow'r, 

*'  And  biiliops,  bowing,  blefs'd  the  Scarlet  Whore. 

*«  Shall  then  thy  verfe  the  guilty  great  reclaim, 

**  Tho'  fraught  with  Dryden's  heav'n-defcended  flame  ? 

**  Will  harpy  Heathcote,  from  his  mould'ring  ftore, 

**  Dra^  forth  one  chearing  drachma  to  the  poor  ? 

"  Or  Hajgdo§Um*^jifaith^^ 

**  Throw  in  one  fuffrage  for  the  public  weal  ? 

**  Pointlefs  all  fatire,  and  mifplac'd  its  aim, 

*'  To  wound  the  bofom,  that'j  obdur'd  to  fhame  : 

*'  The  callous  heart  ne'er  feels  the  goad  within  ; 

*^  Few  dread  the  cenfure,  who  can  dare  the  fm." 

Tho'  on  the  culprit's  cheek  no  blufli  (hould  glow. 
Still  let  me  mark  him  to  mankind  a  foe  : 
Strike  but  the  deer,  however  flight  the  wound. 
It  ferves  at  leail  to  drive  him  from  the  found. 
Shall  reptile  fmners  frowning  juftice  fear. 
And  pageant  titles  privilege  the  peer  ? 
So  falls  the  humbler  game  in  common  fields. 
While  the  branch'd  beaft  the  royal  foreft  fhields. 
On,  fatire,  then !  purfue  thy  gen'rous  plan. 
And  wind  the  vice,  regardlefs  of  the  man. 

*  Tranflator  of  Horace's  Alt  of  Poetry,   and  afterwards  Duke 
of  Buckingham. 

f  Earl  of  Rochefter. 

Rouze, 
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Rouze,  rouze!  th'  ennobled  herd  for  public  fport. 
And  hunt  them  thro'  the  covert  of  a  court. 

Juft  as  the  play'r  the  mimic  portrait  draws. 
All  claim  a  right  of  cenfure  or  applaufe : 
What  guards  the  place-man  from  an  equal  fate. 
Who  mounts  but  aclor  on  the  ftage  of  ftate  ? 
Subjeift  alike  to  each  man's  prraife  and  blame. 
Each  critic  voice  the  fiat  of  his  fame ; 
Tho'  to  the  private  fome  refped  we  pay. 
All  public  charaders  are  public  prey  : 
Pelham  and  Garrick,  let  the  verfe  forbear 
What  fanftifies  the  Treafurer  or  Play'r. 

Great  in  her  laurel'd  fages  Athens  fee. 
Free  flow'd  her  fatire  while  her  fons  were  free : 
Then  purpled  guilt  was  dragg'd  to  public  (hame. 
And  each  offence  flood  flagrant  vvith  a  name ; 
Polluted  ermine  no  refpe^l  could  win. 
No  hallow 'd  lawn  could  fanftify  a  fm  ; 
'Till  tyrant  pow'r  ufurp'd  a  lawlefs  rule  : 
Then  facred  grew  the  titled  knave  and  fool ; 
Then  penal  flatutes  aw'd  the  poignant  fong. 
And  flaves  were  taught,  that  kings  could  do  no  wrong. 

Guilt  ftill  is  guilt,  to  me,  in  flave  or  king, 
Fetter'd  in  cells,  or  garter'd  in  the  ring : 
And  yet  behold  how  various  the  reward. 
Wild  falls  a  felon,  Walpole  *  mounts  a  lord  ! 

*  Though  the  perfon  here  meant  has  indeed  paid  the  debt  of 
nature,  yet,  as  he  left  that  of  juftice  unfatisfied,  the  author  ap- 
prehends that  the  public  are  indifputably  entitled  to  the  afiets  of 
his  reputation. 

The 
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The  little  knave  the  law's  laft  tribute  pays. 
While  crowns  around  the  great  one's  chariot  blaze. 
Blaze,  meteors,  blaze  !  to  me  is  ftill  the  fame 
The  cart  of  juilice,  or  the  coach  of  ihame. 

Saj^  what^s  nolDility,  ye  gilded  train  ! 
Does  nature  give  it,  or  can  guirfTuftain  ? 
Blooms  the  form  fairer,  if  the  birth  be  high  ? 
Or  takes  the  vital  ftream  a  richer  dye  ? 
What !  tho'  a  long  patrician  line  ye  claim. 
Are  noble  fouls  entaii'd  upon  a  name  ? 
Anftis  may  ermine  out  the  lordly  earth. 
Virtue's  the  herald  that  proclaims  its  worth. 

Jisijce^mark  the  radiance  of  a  Stanhope's  flar. 
And  glow-worm  glitter  of  thrnei'"!D***r  T 
Ignoble  fplendor !  that  but  fhines  to  all. 
The  humble  badge  of  a  court  hofpital. 
Let  lofty  L**r  wave  his  nodding  plume, 
Boaft  all  the  blufhing  honours  of  the  loom, 
Refplendent  bondage  no  regard  can  bring, 
'Tis  Methuen's  heart  muft  dignify  the  firing. 

_Yice-isvejs  all,  however  high  or  low  ; 
And  all  the  diff 'rencFFut'conM's  in'liTow. 
Who  alks  an  alms,  or  fupplicates  a  place. 
Alike  is  beggar,  tho'  in  rags  or  lace  : 
Alike  his  country's  fcandal  and  its  curfe. 
Who  vends  a  vote,  or  who  purloins  a  purfe ; 
Thy  gamblers,  Bridev.ell,  and  St.  James's  bites. 
The  rooks  of  A'lordington's,  and  iharks  at  White's. 

"  Whr 
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»«  Why  will  you  urge,  Eugenio  cries,  your  fate? 
*'  Affords  the  town  no  fins  but  fms  of  ftate  ? 
*'  Perches  vice  only  on  the  court's  high  hill  ? 
**  Or  yields  life's  vale  no  quarry  for  the  ^uill  ?'* 
ManneTs,  like  fafhions,  ftill  Froin'courts  defcend, 
A'MTwhat  the  great  Kegin,  tko.  vulgar  end. 
If'vicious'tTienlhe  mode,, .  coif^ft  ithefe  ; 
Hglayes  the  peafant.  who-peforms  the^eer. 
What  Hounllow  knight  would  ft  ray  from  honour's  path. 
If  guided~by~a  'Brother  of  the  Hath  ? 

Honour'sa  miftrefs  all  mankind  purfue ; 

Yet  mol^'miftake  the  fall^  one'for  the  true  : 

Lur'd'B}'  the.  trappings,  dazzled  by  the  paint, 

We  w^orihip  oft  the  idol  for  jhe  faint. 

Courted  by  all,  by  few  the  fair  is  won  ; 

Thofe  lofe  who  feek  her,  and  thofe  gainy/hjp.fhjim.; 

Naked  ihe  flies  to  merit  in  diftrefs, 

AncTleaves  to-.cpurts  the  garnilb  of  her  drefs. 

The  million'd  merchant  feeks  her  in  his  gold; 
In  fchools  the  pedant,  and  in  camps  the  bold  : 
The'cou'rtier  views  her,  w^ith  admiring  eyes. 
Flutter  in  ribbons,  or  in  titles  rife  :' 
Sir  Epicene  enjoys  her  in  his  plume ; 
Mead,  in  the  learned  wainfcot  of  a  room  : 
By  various  ways  all  woo  the  modeft  maid ; 
Yet  lofe  the  fubilance,  grafping  at  the  fhade. 

Who,  fmiling,  fees  not  with  wiiat  various  ftrifs^ 
Man  blindly  runs  the  giddy  maze  of  life  f  ^ 

Vol,  LXX.  L  T« 
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To  the  fame  end  ftill  difF'rent  means  employe  ;. 
This  builds  a  church,  a  temple  that  deftroys ; 
Both  anxious  to  obtain  a  deathlefs  name. 
Yet,  erringy  both  miftake  Report  for  Fame^ 

Report,  tho*  vulture-like  the  name  it  bear. 
Drags  but  the  carrion  carcafs  thro*  the  air  ; 
While  fame,  Jove's  nobler  bird,  fuperior  flies,. 
And,  foaring,  mounts  the  mortal  to  the  Ikies, 
So  Richard's  *  name  to  diftant  ages  borne. 
Unhappy  Richard  ftill  is  Britain's  fcorn : 
Be  Edward's  wafted  on  Fame's  eagle  wing,. 
Each  patriot  mourns  the  long-departed  king  ; 
Yet  thine,  O  Edward!  (hall  to  George's r yield. 
And  Dettingen  eclipfe  a  Creffy's  field. 

/^Thro'  life's  wild  ocean.,  who  would  fafely  roam,. 
\  And  bring  the  golden  fleece  of  glory  home, 
j  Mull,  heedful,  (hun  the  barking  Scylla's  roar, 
^    And  fell  Charybdis'  all-devouring  fliore  ; 
I   With  fteady  helm  an  equal  courfe  fupport, 

Twixt  faftion's  rocks,,  and  quickfands  of  a  court; 

By  virtue's  beacon  ftill  dired  his  aim,. 

Thro'  honour's  channel,  to  the  port  of  Fame. 

Yet,  on  this  fea,  how  all. mankind  are  toft! 
For  one  that's  fav'd,  what  multitudes  are  loft! 
Mifguided  by  Ambition's  treach'rous  light. 
Thro'  want  of  Ikill,  few  make  the  harbour  right* 

*  Richard  the  Second.  f  George  the  Second. 

Hence 
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Hence  mark  what  wrecks  of  virtue,  friendfhip,  fame. 
For  four  dead  letters  added  to  a  name ! 
Whence  dwells  fuch  Syren  mufic  in  a  word. 
Or  founds  not  Brutus  noble  as  my  lord  ? 
Tho'  crownets,  Pult'ney,  blazon  on  thy  plate. 
Adds  the  bafe  mark  one  fcruple  to  its  weight  ? 
Tho'  founds  patrician  fwell  thy  name,  O  Sandys ! 
Stretches  one  acre  thy  Plebeian  lands  ? 
Say,  the  proud  title  meant  to  plume  the  fon, 
"Why  gain  by  guilt,  what  virtue  might  have  won? 
Vain  (hall  the  fon  his  herald  honours  trace, 
Whofe  parent  peer's  but  patriot  in  difgrace. 

Vain,  on  the  folemn  head  of  hoarv'  age. 
Totters  the  mitre,  if  Ambition's  rage 
To  mammon  pow'r  the  hallow'd  heart  incline. 
And  titles  only  mark  the  Prieft  divine. 
Bleft  race !  to  whom  the  golden  age  remains, 
Eafe  without  care,  and  plenty  without  pains : 
For  you  the  earth  unlabour'd  treafure  yields. 
And  the  rich  Iheaves  fpontaneous  crown  the  fields  j 
No  toilfome  dews  pollute  the  rev 'rend  brow. 
Each  holy  hand  unharden'd  by  the  plough ; 
Still  burft  the  facred  garners  with  their  llore. 
And  flails,  unceaiing,  thunder  on  the  floor. 

O  bounteous  heav'n  !  yet  heav'n  how  feldom  {hares 
The  titheful  tribute  of  the  Prelate's  pray'rs ! 
Lofl:  to  the  ftall,  in  fenates  ftill  they  nod. 
And  all  the  monarch  Heals  them  from  the  God  : 
Thy  praifes,  Brunfwick,  every  breall:  infpire. 
The  throne  their  altar,  and  the  court  their  ckoir ; 

L  z  Here 
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Here  earlieft  incenfe  they  devoutly  bring. 
Here  everlaliing  hallelujahs  fing  : 
Thou !  only  thou !  almighty  to — tranflate. 
Thou  their  great  golden  deity  of  ftate. 

Who  feeks  on  merit's  ftock  to  graft  fuccefs> 
In  vain  invokes  the  ray  of  pow'r  to  blefs ; 
The  ftem,  too  ftubborn  for  the  courtly  foil. 
With  barren  branches  mocks  the  virtuous  toil. 
More  pliant  plants  the  royal  regions  fuit, 
N'^'here  knowledge  ftill  is  held  forbidden  fruit ; 
'Tis  thefe  alone  the  kindly  nurture  Ihare, 
And  all  Hefperia's  golden  treafurcs  bear. 

/"TiCt  folly  ftill  be  fortune's  fondling  heir, 
\  And  fcience  meet  a  ftep-dame  in  the  fair. 
)  Let  courts,  like  fortune,  difinherit  fenfe, 
■^  And  take  the  idiot  charge  from  providence. 
The  idiot  head  the  cap  and  bells  may  lit. 
But  how  difguife  a  Lyttelron  and  Pitt ! 

- — ■— -"OTonce-loy'd  youtEsT  Britannia's  blooming  hope. 
Fair  freedom's  twins,  and  once  the  theme  of  Pope ; 
What  wond'ring  fenat-es  on  your  accents  hung. 
Ere  flatt'ry's  poifon  chill'd  the  patriot  tongue  ! 
Rome's  facred  thunder  awes  no  more  the  ear  ; 
But  Pelham  fmiles,  who  trembled  once  to  hear. 


Say,  whence  this  change  ?  lefs  galling  is  the  chain, 
Tho'  Walpole,  Carteret,  or  a  Pelham  reign  ? 
If  fenates  ftill  the  pois'nous  bane  imbibe. 
And  everv  palm  grows  callous  with  the  bribe  > 

If 


I 
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If  fev'n  long  years  mature  the  venal  voice. 
While  freedom  mourns  her  long-defrauded  choice; 
If  juflice  waves  o'er  fraud  a  lenient  hand. 
And  the  red  locull  rages  thro'  the  land. 

'"  Sunk  in  thefe  bonds,  to  Britain  what  avails, 
WKoTwieldVTierlw'ord,  or  balances  her  fcales  ? 
Veerjound  the  compirs,  change  to  change  fucceed. 
By  every  fon  the  mother  now  mud  bleed  : 
\''ain  all  her  hofts,  on  foreign  Ihores  array'd, 
Thp'  loft  by  Wenrworth,  or  preferv'd  by  Wade. 
Fleets,   once  which   fpread  thro'  dillant   worlds   her 

..  n.^rne' 

Now  ride  inglorious  trophies  of  her  fhame  ;  * 
%  While. fading  laurels  fhade  her  drooping  head, 
N^And    mark    her    Burleighs,    Blakes,    and    Marlbro's 
\^     ~^dead! 

Such  were  thy  fons,  O  happy  Ifle !  of  old. 
In  counfel  prudent,  and  in  adion  bold  : 
Nov/  view  a  Pelhara  puzzling  o'er  thy  fate. 
Loft  in  the  maze  of  a  perplex'd  debate ; 
And  fage  NewcalUe,  with  fraternal  {kill. 
Guard  the  nice  conducl  of  a  nation's  quill : 
See  truncheons  trembling  in  the  coward  hand, 
Tho'  bold  rebellion  half  fubdue  the  land  ; 

*  Ailuding  to  the  ever-memorable  No-Sght  In  the  Mediterra- 
nean :  As  the  nation  was  unluckily  the  only  vidim  on  that 
©ccafion,  the  lenity  of  our  Aquarian  Judicature  fc35,  I  think, 
evidently  proved,  that  a  court-martial  and  a  martial-court  are 
by  no  means  fynonymous  terms. 

L  3  \M;ile 
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While  ocean's  God,  indignant,  wrefts  again 
The  long-deputed  trident  of  the  main.  * 

Sleep  our  laft  heroes  in  the  filent  tomb  ? 
Why  fprinf^  no  future  worthies  from  the  womb  ? 
Not  nature  fure,  fince  nature's  ftill  the  fame. 
But  education  bars  the  road  to^fame. 
Who'hopes  for  wifdom's  crop,  mu ft  till  the  foul. 
And  virtue's  early  leffon  fhould  controui : 
To  the  young  breaii  who  valour  would  impart, 
Muft  plant  it  by.  exampJe-  ia  .the-heaxt* 

Ere  Britain  fell  to  mimic  modes  a  prey. 
And  took  the  foreign  polifli  of  our  day, 
Traln'd  to  the  martial  labours  of  the  field. 
Our  youth  were  taught  the  maffy  fpcar  to  wield  ; 
In  halcyon  peace,  beneath  whofe  downy  wings 
The  merchant  fmiles,  and  lab 'ring  peafant  fmgs. 
With  civil  arts  to  guard  their  country's  caufe, 
Diredl  her  counfels,  and  defend  her  laws  : 
Hence  a  long  race  of  ancient  worthies  rofe, 
Adorn'd  the  land,  and  triumph'd  o'er  cur  foes. 

Ye  facred  fhades !  who  thro'  th'  Elyfian  grove. 
With  Rome's  fam'd  chiefs,  and  Grecian  fages  rove, 
Blulh  to  behold  what  arts  your  offspring  grace  ! 
Each  fopling  heir  now  marks  his  fire's  difgrace ; 
An  embrio  breed !  of  fuch  a  doubtful  frame. 
You  fcarce  could  know  the  fex  but  by  the  name  : 

*  The  reader  will  readily  conclude  thefe  lines  were  written 
before  our  worthy  Admirals  Anfon  and  Warren  had  fo  eminently 
diftinguifhed  themfelves  in  the  fervice  of  their  country. 

Fraught 
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Fraufrht  with  the  native  follies  of  his  home. 
Torn  from  the  nurfe,  the  babe  of  birth  rauft  roam  j 
Thro'  foreign  climes  exotic  vice  explore. 
And  cull  each  weed,  regardlefs  of  the  flow'r. 
Proud  of  thy  fpoils,  O  Italy  and  France.! 
The  foft  enervate  drain,  and  cap'ring  dance  : 
From  Sequan's  ftreams,  and  winding  banks  of  Po, 
He  comes,  ye  Gods !  an  all-accompli{h'd  beau ! 
Unhumaniz'd  in  drefs,  with  cheek  fo  wan  ! 
He  mocks  God's  image  in  the  mimic  man; 
Great  judge  of  arts !  o'er  toilettes  now  prefides, 
Correds  our  faftiions,  or  an  opera  guides ; 
From  tyrant  Handel  rends  th'  imperial  bay. 
And  guards  the  Magna  Charta  of — Sol-fa, 

Sick  of  a  land  where  virtue  dwells  no  more. 
See  liberty  prepar'd  to  quit  our  fhore ! 
Pruning  her  pinions,  on  yon  beacon'd  height 
The  goddefs  ftands,  and  meditates  her  flight ; 
Now  fpreads  her  wings,  unwilling  yet  to  fly^ 
Again  o'er  Britain  cafts  a  pitying  eye  : 
Loath  to  depart,  methinks  I  hear  her  fay, 
■"  Why  urge  me  thus,  ungrateful  Ifle,  awayl 
♦*  For  you,  I  left  Achaia's  happy  plains, 
*'  For  you,  refign'd  my  Romans  to  their  chains ; 
**  Here  fondly  fix'd  my  laft  lov'd  favourite  feat, 
'*  And  'midft  the  mighty  nations  made  thee  great.'; 
'*  Why  urge  me  then,  ungrateful  Ifle,  away  !" 
Again  flie,  fighing,  fays,  or  feems  to  fay., 

L  4  O  Stan- 


152        p.   WHITEHEAD'S    POEMS. 

O  Stanhope!  *  Ikill'd  in  ev'ry  moving  art. 
That  charms  the  ear,  or  captivates  the  heart ! 
Be  your's  the  tafk,  the  goddefs  to  retain. 
And  call  her  parent  virtue  back  again  ; 
Improve  your  pow'r  a  fmking  land  to  fave. 
And  vindicate  the  fer^ant  from  the  Have  : 
O !  teach  the  vaffal  courtier  how  to  fhare 
The  royal  favour  with  the  public  pray*r  : 
Like  Latium's  genius  +  ftem  thy  country's  doom. 
And,  tho'  a  Csefar  fmile,  remember  Rome ; 
With  all  the  patriot  dignify  the  place. 
And  prove  at  leaft  one  ftatefman  may  have  grace* 

*  E^rlof  Chefterfield.  f  Brutus, 
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DOCTOR     THOMPSON,     1755. 


*'  Sed  quia  mente  minus  validus,  quam  corpore  toto, 

"  Nil  audirs  velim,  nil  difcere,  quod  levet  sgrum, 

"  Fidis  offendar  medicls." ■ Hoa. 


R 


'Tn  H  E  reader  will  perceive,  from  two  or  three  paf- 
-*-  fages  in  the  following  epiftle,  that  it  wa:.  written 
fome  time  fmce;  nor  indeed  v/ould  the  whole  of  it 
have  now  been  thought  interefting  enough  to  the  pub- 
lic, to  have  palled  the  prefs,  had  not  the  phyfical  per- 
fecution,  carried  on  againft  the  Gentleman  *  to  whom 

it 

*  The  celebrated  Dr.  Thompfon  was  one  of  the  phyficians  to 
Frederick,  Prince   of  Wales,  in    that  diforder   which  ended  his 
life.     Upon  that  occafion,  the  dofSor  differed  from  all  the  phyfi- 
cians 
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it  is  addrefied,  provoked  the  publication.  When  a 
body  of  men,  too  proud  to  own  their  errors,  and  too 
prudent  to  part  with  their  fees,  Ihall  (with  their  legions 
of  underftrappers)  enter  into  a  confpiracy  againft  a 
brother -praditioner,  only  for  honeftly  endeavouring  to 
moderate  the  one,  and  reftify  the  other ;  fuch  a  body, 
our  author  apprehends,  becomes  a  juftifiable  objed  of 
fatire ;  and  only  wiihes  his  pen  had,  on  this  occafion, 
a  like  killing  efficacy  with  theirs. 
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TXT"  H  Y  do  you  alk,  "  that  in  this  courtly  dance., 
^  ^     "Of  in  and  out,  it  ne'er  was  yet  my  chance, 
**  To  baflv  beneath  a  ftatefman's  foft'ring  fmile, 
*^«  And  (liare  the  plunder  of  the  public  fpoil  f  * 

E'er  wants  my  table  the  health-chearing  meal. 
With  Banftead  mutton  crown'd,  or  ElTex  veal  i 
Smokes  not  from  Lincoln  meads  the  flately  loin. 
Or  rofy  gammon  of  Hantonian  fwine  ? 
From  Darkin's  roolls  the  feather'd  victims  bleed. 
And  Thames  dill  wafts  me  ocean's  fcaly  breed. 

.clans  that  attended  his  highnefs,  which  brought  upon  him  their 
moft  virulent  rage  and  indignation;  for  the  prince  dying,  the 
world  was  inclined  to  favour  Doftor  Thompfon's  recommendations. 
He  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  P.  Whitehead,  and  a  favourite 
with  him  at  the  Prince's- court.  He  was  a  man  of  a  peculiar 
charaflcr  j  but  learned,  fmgular,  and  ingenuous. 

Tho* 
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Tho'  Gallia's  vines  their  coftly  juice  deny. 
Still  Tajo's  *  banks  the  jocund  glafs  fupply  ; 
Still  diftant  worlds  nedlareous  treafures  roll. 
And  either  India  fparkles  in  my  bowl ; 
Or  Devon's  boughs,  or  Dorfet's  bearded  fields* 
To  Britain's  arms  a  Britiih  beverage  yields. 

Rich  in  thefe  gifts,  why  Ihould  I  wi(h  for  more  ? 
Why  barter  confcience  for  fuperfiuous  (tore? 
Or  haunt  the  levee  of  a  purfe-proud  peer. 
To  rob  poor  Fielding  of  the  curulc  chair  ?  f 
Let  the  lean  bard,  vvhofe  belly,  void  of  bread. 
Puffs  up  pierian  vapours  to  his  head, 
In  birth-day  odes  his  fiimfy  fuftian  vent. 
And  torture  truth  into  a  compliment; 
Wear  out  the  knocker  of  a  great-man's  door. 
Be  pimp  and  poet,  furnifn  rhime  or  whore ; 

*  The  Tagus — a  principal  river  of  Portugal,  famous  for 
golden  fands, 

"  Qua  Tagus  auriferis  pallet  turbatus  arenis."     Sil.  xvi,  550. 

■j-  It  is  reported,  that  during  the  time  Mr.  Addifon  was 
fecretary  of  ftate,  when  his  old  friend  and  ally  Ambrofe  Phillips 
applied  to  him  for  fome  preferment,  the  great  man  very  coolly 
anfwered,  that  "  He  thought  he  had  already  provided  for  him, 
*'  by  making  him  juftice  for  Weflminfter."  To  which  the  bard, 
with  fome  indignation,  replied,  '*  Though  poetry  was  a  trade  he 
"  could  not  live  by,  yet  he  fcorned  to  owe  his  fubliflance  to 
*'  another,  which  he  ought  not  to  live  by." — However  great 
men,  in  our  day?,  may  pra£Vife  the  fecretary's  prudence,  certain 
it  is,  the  perfon  here  pointed  at  was  very  far  from  making  a 
precedent  of  his  brother  poet's  principles. 

Or 
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Or  fetch  and  carry  for  fome  foolifli  lord. 

To  fneak — a  fitting  footman  at  his  board. 

If  fuch  the  arts  that  captivate  the  great. 

Be  yours,  ye  bards !  the  fun-ihine  of  a  ftate; 

For  place  or  penfion  proftitute  each  line ; 

Make  gods  of  kings,  and  minifters  divine  ; 

Swjear  St.  John's  felf  could  neither  read  nor  write. 

And  Cumberland  *  out-bravoes  Mars  in  fight  j 

Call  Dorfet  patriot,  Willes  +  a  legal  tool, 

Horace  J  a  wit,  and  Dodington  a  fool. 

Such  be  your  venal  talk  ;  whilft,  bleft  with  eafe, 

*Tis  mine,  to  fcribble  when,  and  what  I  pleafe. 

««  Hold!  what  you  pleafe?  (Sir  Dudley  cries)  my 
**  friend, 
"  Say,  muft  my  labours  never,  never  end  ? 
"  Still  doom'd  'gainft  wicked  wit  my  pen  to  draw, 
"  Corred  each  bard  by  critic  rules  of  law ; 
**  'Twixt  guilt  and  (hame  the  legal  buckler  place, 
**  And  guard  each  courtly  culprit  from  difgrace  ? 

*  It  is  apprehended,  our  modern  campaigns  cannot  fail  of 
furniihing  the  reader  with  a  proper  fupply  for  this  paflage. 

j-  Lord  High  Admiral  Willes— a  title,  by  which  this  excellent 
chief  magiftrate  is  often  diftinguifhed  among  our  marine,  for  his 
fpirited  vindication  "of  the  fupremacy  of  the  Civil  Flag,  and 
reftifying  the  martial  miftakes  of  fome  late  naval  tribunals. 

X  A  certain  modern  of  that  name,  whofe  fole  pretenfion  to  this 
charader  (except  a  little  arch  buffoonery)  confifts  in  a  truly 
poetical  negligence  of  his  perfon. 

"  Hard 
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''  Hard  taflc  !  fhould  future  jurymen  inherit 

'^  The  city-twelve's  felf-judging  Britiih  fpirit."  * 

While  you,  my  Thompfon !  fpite  of  med'cine  fave, 
Mark  how  the  college  peoples  ever}'  grave  ! 
See  Mead  transfer  eftates  from  fire  to  fon. 
And  *  *  bar  fucceffion  to  a  throne  !  + 
See  Shaw  fcarce  leave  the  paHing-bell  a  fee. 
And  N**'s  fet  the  captive  hufband  free  ! 
Tho'  widow'd  Julia  giggles  in  her  weed. 
Yet  who  arraigns  the  dodor  for  the  deed  ? 
O'er  life  and  death  all  abfolute  his  will. 
Right  the  prefcription,  whether  cure  or  kill, 

*  Alluding  to  the  conftitutional  verdift  given  on  the  trial  of 
William  Owen,  for  publifhing  «  The  cafe  of  the  Honourable 
Ahxander  Murray,  Efq;" — a  pamphlet  written  by  P.  Whitehead. 
-|-  This  line  furnifhes  a  melancholy  memento  of  the  moft 
fatal  cataftrophe  that  perhaps  ever  befel  this  nation.  Among 
the  various  tributary  verfes  which  flowed  on  that  occafion,  our 
author  wrote  the  following  \  and  which  he  here  takes  the  liberty 
to  infert,  being  willing  to  feize  every  opportunity,  to  perpetuate 
his  fenfe  of  our  public  lofs,  in  the  death  of  that  truly  patriot 
prince,  Frederick. 

When  Jove,  late  revolving  the  frate  of  mankind, 
"Mong  Britons  no  traces  of  virtue  could  find. 
O'er  the  ifland,  indignant,  he  flretchM  forth  his  rodj 
Earth  trembled,'  and  ocean  ackoowledg'd  the  God  \. 

Still  grovok'd  by  our  crimes,  heaven's  vengeance  to  fhovr, 
Ammon,  grafping  his  bolts,  aim'd  at  Britain  the  blow  j 
But  paufmg — more  dreadful,  his  wrath  to  evince. 
Threw  the  thunder  afide,  and  fent  fate  for  the  prince, 
X  Alluding  to  the  preceding  earthquake-,  in  175c. 

Not 
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Not  fo, — whofe  praftice  is  the  mind's  difeafe ; 
Kis  potion  muft  not  only  cure,  but  pleafe  : 
Apply  the  cauftic  to  the  callous  heart, 
Undone's  the  dodor,  if  the  patient  fmart ; 
Superior  pow'rs  his  mental  bill  controul. 
And  law  correds  the  pbyfic  of  the  foul  *. 
Shall  Galen's  fons  with  privilege  deflroy. 
And  I  not  one  found  ak'rative  employ. 
To  drive  the  rank  diftemper  from  within  ? 
Or  is  man's  life  lefs  precious  than  his  fm  ? 

With  palfied  hand  (hould  juftice  hold  the  fcale. 
And  o'er  a  judge  court-complaifance  prevail. 
Satire's  ftrong  dofe  the  malady  requires  : 
I  write — when,  lo  !  the  bench  indignant  fires ; 
Each  hoary  head  erecls  its  load  of  hair : 
Their  furs  all  briille,  and  their  eye-balls  glare ; 
In  rage  they  roar,  **  With  rev'rend  Ermine  fport ! 
•*  Seize!    feize    him,    Tipftaff! — 'Tis    contempt    of 
«*  court." 

*  A  like  correftjon,  with  regard  to  the  phyfic  Oi^  the  body, 
might  prove  no  bid  fecurity  for  the  life  and  property  of  the 
patient,  as  the  faculty  are  at  prefent  accountable  to  no  other 
power  but  that  of  heaven,  for  the  reftitude  of  their  conduft.— 
And  perhaps  no  civilized  nation  can  afford  fuch  an  inftance  of 
phyfical  anarchy  as  ours,  vi'here  the  furgeon  is  permitted  to  ufurp 
the  province  of  the  phyfician,  and  the  apothecary  plumes  himfelf 
in  the  perriwig  and  plunder  of  both  profeflions. — In  a  public- 
fpirited  endeavour  to  cure  this  anarchy,  and  reftore  a  proper  dif- 
cipline  in  praflice,  coniifts  a  Thompfon's  eropiricifm. — "  Hinc 
illae  lachrymae."— — 

Led 
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Led  by  the  meteor  of  a  mitre's  ray. 
If  Sion's  fons  thro'  paths  unhallow'd  ftray. 
For  courtly  rites  negled  each  rubric  rule. 
Quit  all  the  faint,  and  truckle  all  the  tool ; 
Their  Maker  only  in  the  monarch  fee. 
Nor  e'er  omit,  at  Brunfwick's  name,  the  knee  ; 
To  cure  this  loyal  lethargy  of  grace. 
And  roufe  to  heav'n  again  its  recreant  race. 
Say  !  Ihould  the  mufe,  with  one  irrev'rend  line^ 
Probe  but  the  mortal  part  of  the  divine  ; 
'Tis  blafphemy,  by  ev'ry  prieft  decreed  I 
No  benefit  of  clergy  may  I  plead  ; 
With  every  cannon  *  pointed  at  m)'  head. 
Alive  I'm  cenfur'd,  and  I'm  damn'd  when  dead. 

Lawyer  and  prieft,  like  doftors,.  ftill  agree ; 
'Tis  theirs  to  give  advice  y  'tis  ours,  the  fee  ; 
To  them  alone  all  earthly  rule  is  giv'n, 
Diploma'd  from  St.  James's,  and  from  heav'n. 

Yet  ills  there  are,  nor  bench,  nor  pulpit  reach  ; 
In  vain  may  Ryder  charge,  or  Sherlock  preach  ; 
For  law  too  mighty,  and  too  proud  for  grace. 
Lurk  in  the  ftar,  or  lord  it  in  a  place ; 
Brood  in  the  facred  circle  of  a  crown. 
While  fafhion  wafts  their  poifon  thro'  the  towi^  ; 
Hence  o'er  each  village  the  contagion'  wings. 
And  peafants  catch  the  maladies  of  kings,  . 

*  A  certain  piece  of  fpiritual  ordnance,  which  was  formerly 
played  off  with  great  execution  by  our  church-militant  j  but  at 
prcfent  no  otberwjfe  terrible,  than  in  its  fulminating  explofion. 

When 
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Whin  purpled  vice  fliall  humble  juftice  awe. 
And  fafuion  make  it  current,  fpite  of  law  j 
What  fovereign  med'cine  can  its  courfe  reclaim  ? 
What,  but  the  poet's  panacea — Ihame  ! 
Thus  v/it's  great  Efculapius  *  once  prevail'd. 
And  fatire  triumph'd,  where  the  Fafces  fail'd  ; 
No  conful's  wreath  coula  lurking  felly  hide. 
No  veital  looks  fecurc  the  guilty  bride : 
The  poig:iant  vcrfe  pierc'd  thro'  each  fair  difguife. 
And  made  Rome's  matrons  modeft,  ftatefmen  wife. 

Search  all  your  flatutes,  ferjeant !  where's  the  balm 
Can  cure  the  itching  of  a  courtier's  palm  ? 
Where  the  chaft€  canon,  fay,  thou  hallow'd  fage. 
The  virgin's  o[lowinor  wifhes  can  aiTuao-e? 
Let  but  the  liar  his  longing  lordlhlp  fee. 
What  pow'r  can  fet  the  captive  confcience  free? 
Hang  but  the  fparkling  pendant  at  her  ears, 
"VMiat  tremblin:^  maid  the  sfen'rous  lover  fears  ? 

V^lien  lawlefs  pafiion  feiz'd  th'  imperial  dame  +, 
Brothels  i.  were  only  found,  to  quench  the  flame ; 
No  routs,  or  balls,  the  kind  convenience  gave, 
To  lofe  her  virtue,  yet  her  honour  fave. 
In  Cupid's  rites,  now,  fo  improv'd  our  Ikill, 
Mode  finds,  the  means,  when  nature  finds  the  will, 

*  Horatius  Flaccus. 

f  Pompeia,  confort  to  Julius  Caefar,  whom  the  young  Claudius 
took  an  opportunity  of  feducing  at  a  folemn  facrifice  of  the 
Bona  Dea. 

X  "  Intravit  calidum  veteri  centone  iupanar."     Juv. 

Each 
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Each  rev'rend  rell<fl  keeps  a  private  pack. 

And  fturdv  ftallion  with  Atlean  back ; 

Where  Britifti  dames  to  myftic  rites  repair. 

Nor  fail  to  meet  a  lurking  Clodio  there; 

In  amorous  ftealths  defraud  the  public  flews. 

And  rob  the  Drury  veftal  of  her  dues ; 

Who  haplefs  mourns  her  laft,  long-mortgag'd  gown. 

While  Douglafs  *  damns  the  drums  of  Lady  Brown, 

By  names  celeftial,  mortal  females  call  j 
Angels  they  are,  but  angels  in  their  fall. 
One  royal  Phoenix  +  yet  redeems  the  race. 
And  proves,  in  Britain,  beauty  may  have  grace. 

Vain  fhall  the  mufe  the  various  fymptoms  find, 
W^hen  every  doctor's  of  a  diff 'rent  mind. 
In  *  *'s  palm,  be  foul  corruption  found. 
Each  court-empiric  holds,  his  grace  is  found; 
In  Sackville's  J  breail  let  public  fpirit  reign, 
Biiflers  !  (they  cry)  the  caufe  is  in  his  brain  ; 
So,  Talbot's  want  of  place  is  want  of  fenfe. 
And    Dafhwood's-§    ftubbom   virtue,    downright  in- 
folence. 

When  ills  are  thus  jufl  what  the  do(5lors  pleafe. 
And  the  foul's  health  is  held  the  mind's  difeafe ; 

*  An  infamous,  fannous  bawd. 

f  Princefs  of  Wales,  mother  of  his  prefent  majefty  George  III. 
"l  See  a  propofal  for  a  militia,  publiflied  by  Lord  Middlefex. 
§  Sir  Francis  Dafhwood,  afterwards  Lord  Le  Defpenfer,  the 
patron  and  protedor  of  our  author. 

Vol.  LXX.  M  Not 
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Not  all  thy  art,  O  Horace !  had  prevail'd ; 
Here,  all  thy  Roman  recipes  *  had  fail'd. 

Had  fate  to  Flaccus  but  our  days  decreed. 
What  Pollio  would  admire  ?  what  Casfar  read  ? 
Great  Maro's  +  felf  had  dy'd  an  humble  fwain. 
And  Terence  fought  a  Laslius  now  in  vain. 
Science  no  more  employs  the  courtier's  care. 
No  mufe's  voice  can  charm  Northumberland's  ear. 
The  folid  vote  aerial  verfe  outweighs. 
And  wins  all  courtly  favour  from  the  bays ; 
Hence  flow  alone  the  facred  gifts  of  kings. 
Staves,  truncheons,  feathers,  mitres,  liars,  and  firings. 

Hence  cradles,  fee  !  with  lifping  ftatefmen  fpawn. 
And  infant  limbs  befwaddlcd  in  the  lawn  ; 
While  honeft  Boyle  J,  too  impotent  for  place. 
Sets,  in  meridian  glory  of  difgrace  : 
Nor  all  the  patriot  mufic  of  Malone 
Can  charm  a  court,  like  Sackville,  or  like  Stone  ; 
Bleft  twins  of  ftate  1  whom  love  and  pow'r  conjoin. 
Like  Leda's  offspring,  made  by  Jove  divine ; 
Fix'd  in  Hibernia's  hemifphere  to  rule. 
And  fhcd  your  influence  o'er  each  knave  and  fool  §, 

*   Satires.  f  VJrgll.  X  ^^'^'^  Orrery. 

§  As  our  author  lamented  the  occafion  of  thefe  lines,  fo  no 
one  more  fincerely  rejoices  to  find,  that  the  beana  of  Public 
Spirit  is  likely  to  difpcl  the  clouds  which  had  interpofed  between 
loyalty  and  patriotifm — A  new  political  Star  in  our  days,  and 
which  fome  more  Eailern  Magi  would  do  well  to  follow. 

whiia 
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Whilft  the  fad  fummons  of  the  mortar's  knell 
The  rival  deeds  of  each  diploma  tell ; 
And  death's  increafing  mufter-rolls  declare. 
That  health  and  Thompfon  are  no  longer  here ; 
How  (hall  the  mufe  this  falu ration  fend  ? 
What  place  enjoys  thee  ?  or  what  happier  friend  ? 
Say,  if  in  Eaftbury's  *  majeftic  towers. 
Or  wrapt  in  Alhley's  +  amarantine  bowers. 
By  friendfhip  favour'd,  and  unaw'd  by  ftate. 
You  barter  fcience  with  the  wife  and  great ; 
O'er  Pelham's  politics  in  judgment  fit. 
Reform  the  laws  of  nations,  or  of  wit ; 
With  attic  zeft  enrich  the  focial  bowl. 
Crack  joke  on  joke,  and  mingle  foul  with  foul ; 
On  laughter's  wanton  wing  now  frolic  fport. 
Nor  envy  Fox  J  the  clofet  of  a  court. 

Loft  in  this  darling  luxury  of  eafe. 
Alike  regardlefs  both  of  fame  and  fees, 
*^  Let  Shaw  {you  cry)  o'er  phyfic  fov'reign  reign, 
"  Or  W  *  *  boaft  his  hecatombs  of  flain  ; 
«'  Be  mine,  to  liay  fome  friend's  departing  breath, 
*'  And  Child's  §  may  take  the  drudgery  of  death." 

*  A  feat  belonging  to  the  Right  Hon.  George  Dodington. 

•f-  Another,  belonging  to  Lord  Middlefex. 

X  Lord  Holland. 

§  A  coffee-houfe  noted  for  the  refort  of  our  modern  Efculaplcs> 
where  they  ply  for  thofe  patients  the  apothecary  is  pleafed  to  con- 
fign  over  to  them  j  and  where  another  appendage  to  phyfic  (called 
the  undertakers)  never  fails  to  attend  the  phyfical  levee,  in  order 
to  receive  th?  lucrative  neviS  of  their  joint-endcavowrs. 

M  2  Yet, 
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Yet,  Thompfon!  fay  (whofe  gift  it  is  to  favc. 
Make  ficknefs  fmile,  and  refcue  from  the  grave) 
Say,  to  what  end  this  healing  pow'r  was  meant  ? 
Nor  hide  the  talent,  which  by  heav'n  is  lent, 
Tho'  envy  all  her  hiffing  ferpents  raife. 
And  join  with  harpy  fraud  to  blaft  thy  bays; 
Shall  wan  difeafe  in  vain  demand  thy  Ikill, 
While  health  but  waits  the  fummons  of  your  quill  ? 
Shall  Egypt's  plague*  the  virgin  cheek  invade. 
And  beauty's  wreck  not  win  thee  to  its  aid  ? 
O  !  ftretch  a  faving  hand,  and  let  the  fair 
Owe  all  her  future  triumphs  to  thy  care  ; 
Refume  the  pen  !  and  be  thyfelf,  once  more, 
What  RatclifF,  Friend,  and  Syd'nham  were  before* 

Yet,  when  reviving  patients  fet  you  free,^ 
Let  Vaughan  +  yield  one  focial  hour  to  me» 
Come  then,  my  friend  I  if  friendlhip's  name  can  woo. 
Come  I  bring  me  all  I  want,  that  all  in  yoUr 
If  rural  fcenes  have  ftill  the  pow'r  to  pleafe. 
Flocks,  rallies,  hills,  dreams,  villas,  cots,  and  trees ; 
Here  all  in  one  harmonious  profpeft  blend. 
And  Inndfcapes  rife,  fcarce  Lambert's  J  art  can  mend, 

*  The  fmall-pox,  faid  to  have  firft  appeared  at  Alexandria. 
See  the  doctor's  treatife  on  this  diftemper. 

■[  Owen  Evan  Vaughan,  Efq;  of  Bodidris  caftle ;  a  gentle- 
man, In  whofe  friendlhip  the  dodor  and  our  author  more  parti- 
cularly pride  themfeives,  as  he  has  never  polluted  his  ancient 
Britifh  pedigree  with  any  modern  Anti-Britifh  principles, 

X  A  landfcape- painter,  much  celebrated,^ 

Thames, 
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Thames,  made  immortal  by  her  Denham's  drains, 
Meand'ring  glides  thro'  Twickenham's  fiovv'ry  plains ; 
While  royal  Richmond's  cloud-afpiring  wood 
Pours  all  its  pendent  pomp  upon  the  flood. 
By  Rome's  proud  dames  let  ftoried  Tiber  flow. 
And  all  Palladio  grace  the  banks  of  Po  ; 
Here  nature's  charms  in  purer  luftre  rife. 
Nor  feek  from  wanton  art  her  vain  fupplies. 

Lo !  Windfor,  rev'rend  in  a  length  of  years. 
Like  Cybele,  her  tow'r-crown'd  fumrait  rears; 
And  Hampton's  turrets,  with  majeftic  pride, 
Refled  their  glories  in  the  pafling  tide  : 
There  Britifh  Henries  gave  to  Gallia  law  ; 
Here  bloom'd  the  laurels  of  a  great  Naflfau  *. 
O I  could  thefe  fcenes  one  monarch  more  but  pleafe. 
No  frozen  climates,  no  tempeftuous  feas. 
For  Brunfv/ick's  weal  alarming  fears  fliould  bring,. 
Nor  Britain  envy  meaner  courts  her  king. 


ife.J 


Here  Campbell's  +  varied  (hades  with  wonder  fee. 
Like  heav'n's  own  Eden,  ftor'd  with  every  tree; 
Each  plant  with  plant  in  verdant  glory  vies ; 
High-tow'ring  pines,  like  Titans,  fcale  the  fkies 
And  Lebanon's  rich  groves  on  Hounflow's  deferts  rife, 

But  chief — with  awful  ftep,  O  !  let  us  ftray. 
Where  Britain's  Orpheus  tun'd  his  facred  lay, 

•    *  William  the  Third. 

f  Duke  of  Argyle,  celebrated  as  a  warrior  and  a  ftatefman. 

M  3  Whofe 
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Whofe  grove  enchanted  from  his  numbers  grew. 
And  proves,  what  once  was  fabled,  now  is  true. 
Here  oft  the  bard  with  Arbuthnot  retir'd ; 
Here  flovv'd  the  verfe  his  healing  art  infpir'd  *  : 
Alike  thy  merit  like  thy  fame  Ihould  rife. 
Could  friendfliip  give,  what  feeble  art  denies: 
Tho'  Pope's  immortal  verfe  the  Gods  refufe. 
Accept  this  off 'ring  from  an  humbler  mufe.  ' 
Weak  tho'  her  flight,  yet  honeft  ftill  her  ftrain. 
And  what  no  minifter  could  ever  gain  ; 
Pleas'd  if  the  grateful  tribute  of  her  fong. 
Thy  merit,  Thompfon  1  (hall  one  day  prolong. 

In  marfhal'd  flaves  let  hungry  princes  trade. 
And  Britain's  bullion  bribe  their  venal  aid ;  + 
Let  brave  Bofcawen  trophied  honours  gain. 
And  Anfon  wield  the  trident  of  the  main. 
Safe,  in  the  harbour  of  my  Twick'nam  :j;  bower. 
From  all  the  wrecks  of  flate,  or  ftorms  of  power; 
No  wreaths  I  court,  no  fubfidies  I  claim. 
Too  rich  for  want,  too  indolent  for  fame. 

*  Pope's  epiftle  to  Arbuthnot, 

•\'  Alluding  to  a  modern  kind  of  military  traffic,  which  con- 
fifts  in  the  exchange  of  Britifli  gold  for  German  valour;  and  by 
which  means,  it  is  piefumed,  our  politicians  intend  the  native 
wants  of  either  party  fhall  be  reciprocally  fupplied. 

X  He  had  a  neat  villa,  in  the  ftyle  of  a  chateau,  on  the  north 
fide  of  Twickenham  Common,  facred  to  the  mufes.  It  was 
afterwards  inhabited  by  the  Lady  Bridget  Tailmach*  daughter  of 
the  late  Lord  Northington. 

Whild 
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Whilfl  here  with  vice  a  bloodlefs  war  I  wage. 

Or  laih  the  follies  of  a  trifling  age. 

Each  gay-plum'd  hour,  upon  its  downy  wings. 

The  Hybla  freight  of  rich  contentment  brings ; 

Health,  rofy  handmaid,  at  my  table  waits. 

And  halcyon  peace  broods  watchful  o'er  my  gates. 

Here  oft,  on  Contemplation's  pinion  bore. 
To  heav'n  I  mount,  and  nature's  works  explore; 
Or,  led  by  Reafon's  intelledlual  clue. 
Thro'  error's  maze,  truth's  fecret  fteps  purfue  ; 
View  ages  paft  in  Story's  mirror  Ihown, 
And  make  time's  mould'ring  treafures  all  my  own ; 
Or  here  the  Mufe  now  fteals  me  from  the  throng. 
And  wraps  me  in  th'  enchantment  of  her  fong. 

Thus  flow,  and  thus  for  ever  flow !  my  days, 
Unaw'd  by  cenfure,  or  unbrib'd  by  praife ; 
No  friend  to  faftion,  and  no  dupe  to  zeal ; 
Foe  to  all  party,  but  the  public  weal. 
Why  then,  from  every  venal  bondage  free. 
Courts  have  no  glitt'ring  fhackles  left  for  me : 
My  reafons,  Thompfon  !  prithee  afk  no  more ; 
Take  them,  as  Oxford's  Flaccus  fung  before  *. 

"  My  eafe  and  freedom  if  for  aught  I  vend, 
"  Would  not  you  cry,  to  Bedlam,  Bedlam,  friend ! 
"  But  to  fpeak  out — Ihall  what  could  ne'er  engage 
**  My  frailer  youth,  now  captivate  in  age  ? 

*  See  conclufion  of  Dr.  King's  apology, 

M  4  •*  What 


i68      P.  WHITEHEAD»S     POEMS, 

What  cares  can  vex,  what  terrors  frightful  be. 
To  him  whofe  fhield  is  hoary  fixty-three  ?  * 
When  life  itfelf  fo  little  worth  appears. 
That  minifters  can  give  no  hopes,  or  fears; 
Altho'  grown  grey  within  my  humbler  gate, 
I  ne'er  kifs'd  hands,  or  trod  the  rooms  of  ftate  ; 
Yet  not  unhonour'd  have  I  liv'd,  and  bleft 
With  rich  convenience,  carelefs  of  the  reft ; 
What  boon  more  grateful  can  the  Gods  beftow 
On  thofe  avow'd  their  favourite  fons  below  ?"  f 

*  Though  the  tranfla tor's  virtue  Is  not  yet  fecured  by  this 
pallacium  of  his  grand  climafteric,  yet  he  flatters  himfelf  he  fhall 
at  leaft  te  able  to  rival  our  truly  Roman  author,  in  the  praftice 
of  his  heroic  indifference,  however  fhort  he  may  fall  of  him  in 
his  elegant  defcription  of  it. 

-j-  '*  Libera  ii  pretio  cuantcvis  otia  vendam, 
"  Cui  non  infanus  videar  ?   Sed  apertius  audi: 
<«  Quae  juvenem,  infirmumque  animi  captare  nequibant, 
**  lUa  fenem  capiant  ?  aut  quae  terrere  pericla 
**  Pofle  putes  homlnem,  cui  climaftericus  annus 
**  Praefidio  eft  omni  majus  ?  cui  vita  videtur 
"  Haud  equidem  tanti  effe,  utvquid  caveatve  petatve 
*'   A  regni  fatrapis,   ullaque  fit  anxius  hora. 
*'  Si  mim  non  dextram  tetigifTe,  autlimina  regum 
*'  Contigit,  Sc  lae  fub  tenui  mea  canuit  aetas: 
**  Attamen  aequo  animo,  non  ullis  rebus  egenus, 
*'  Non  inhonoratus  vixi :   Neque  grdtius  ufquam 
"  DJi  munus  dederunt,  cui  fi  faviffe  faientur." 
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OCCASIONAL      SONG, 

As  performed  by  Mr.  Beard  in  the  Charafter  of  a 
Recruiting  Serjeant,  at  the  Theatre  -  Koyal  in 
Covent-Garden,  in  the  Entertainment  of  The 
Fair. 


I 


I. 

N  ftory  we're  told 
How  our  monarchs  of  old 
O'er  France  fpread  their  royal  domain; 
But  no  annals  Ihall  fhow 
Her  pride  laid  fo  low. 
As  when  brave  George  the  Second  did  reign. 

Brave  boys ! 
As  when  brave,  &c. 

II. 

Of  Roman  and  Greek 
Let  Fame  no  more  fpeak  ; 
Tho'  their  arms  did  the  Old  world  fubdue. 
Through  the  nations  around 
Let  her  trumpet  now  found. 
How  Britons  have  conquer'd  the  New, 

Brave  boys ! 
How  Britons  have,  &c. 

ni. 
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III. 

Eaft,  Weft,  North,  and  South, 
Our  cannons  loud  mouth 
Shall  the  rights  of  our  monarch  maintain  ; 
On  America's  ftrand 
Amherft  limits  the  land, 
Bofcawen  gives  law  on  the  main. 

Brave  boys ! 
Bofcawen  gives,  &c. 

IV. 

Each  fort,  and  each  town. 
We  ftill  make  our  own. 
Cape  Breton,  Crown  Point,  Niagar ; 
Guardelupe,  Senegal, 
And  Quebec's  mighty  fall. 
Shall  prove  we've  no  equal  in  war. 

Brave  boys  I 
Shall  prove  we've,  &c. 

V. 
Though  Conflans  did  boaft 
He  wou*d  conquer  our  coaft. 
Our  thunder  foon  made  monfieur  mute  ; 
Brave  Hawke  wing'd  his  way. 
Then  pounc'd  on  his  prey. 
And  gave  him  an  Englifh  falute. 

Brave  boys ! 
And  gave  him,  &c. 

At 
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VI. 

At  MInden  you  know 
How  we  frighten'd  the  foe. 
While  homeward  their  army  now  deals, 

**  Though,"  they  cry,  *'  Britllh  bands 
**  Are  too  hard  for  our  hands, 
«'  Begar !  we  can  beat  them  in  heels, 

Parbleu ! 
Begar!  we,  &c. 

VII. 

Whilft  our  heroes  from  home 
For  laurels  thus  roam. 
Should  the  flat-bottom'd  boats  but  appear. 
Our  Militia  ihall  Ihow 
No  wooden -Ihoed  foe 
Can  with  freemen  in  battle  compare. 

Brave  boys ! 
Can  with  freemen.  Sec, 

VIII. 
Your  fortunes  and  lives, 
Your  children  and  wives. 
To  defend,  'tis  the  time  now  or  never : 
Then  let  each  volunteer 
To  the  drum-head  repair — 
King  George  and  old  England  for  ever ! 

Brave  boys! 
King  George,  &c, 

'       SONG, 
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S  O  N  G, 

Sung  by  Mr.  Beard  in  the  Entertainment  of  Apollo 
and  Daphne. 

L 

TH  E  fun  from  the  Eaft  tips  the  mountains  with 
gold ; 
The  meadows  all  fpangled  wiih  dew-drops  behold ! 
Hear  !  the  lark's  early  matin  proclaims  the  new  day. 
And  the  horn's  chearful  fummons  rebukes  our  delay, 

CHORUS. 

With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleafure  can  vye. 
While  jocund  we  follow  the  hounds  in  full  cry, 

II. 

Let  the  drudge  of  the  town  make  riches  his  fport ; 
The  flave  of  the  ftate  hunt  the  fmiles  of  a  court ; 
No  care  and  ambition  our  paftime  annoy. 
But  innocence  Hill  gives  a  zeft  to  our  joy. 

With  the  fports,  &c. 

III. 

Mankind  are  all  hunters  in  various  degree ; 
The  prieft  hunts  a  living — the  lawyer  a  fee. 
The  dodor  a  patient — the  courtier  a  place. 
Though  often,  like  us,  he's  flung-out  in  the  chace. 

With  the  fports,  &-c. 
IV. 
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IV. 

The  cit  hunts  a  plumb— while  the  foldier  hunts  fame. 
The  poet  a  dinner — the  patriot  a  name  ; 
And  the  pradls'd  coquette,  the*  (he  feems  to  refufe. 
In  fpite  of  her  airs,  ftill  her  lover  purfues. 

With  the  fports,  &c, 

V. 

Let  the  bold  and  the  bufy  hunt  glory  and  wealth  5 

All  the  bleffing  we  alk  is  the  bleiTing  of  health. 

With  hound  and  with  horn  thro'    the  woodlands  to 

roam. 
And,  when  tired  abroad,  find  contentment  at  home. 
With  the  fports  of  the  field  there's  no  pleafure  can  vye. 
While  jocund  we  follow  our  hounds  in  full  cry. 


SONG, 

Sung  by  Mr.  Beard  at  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the 
Prefident,  Vice-Prefi4ents,  Governors,  &c.  of  the 
London  Hospital. 

OF  trophies  and  laurels  I  mean  not  to  fmg. 
Of  PrulTia's  brave  prince,  or  of  Britain's  good 
king : 
Here  the  poor  claim  my  fong  ;  then  the  art  I'll  difplay. 
How  you  all  (hall  be  gainers — by  giving  away. 

Derry  down. 

The. 
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The  crufe  of  the  widow,  you  very  well  know. 
The  more  it  was  emptied,  the  fuller  did  flow : 
So  here  with  your  purfe  the  like  wonder  you'll  find ; 
The  more  you  draw  out,  ftill — the  more  left  behind. 

Derr}^  down. 

The  prodigal  here  vvithout  danger  may  fpend  ; 
That  ne'er  can  be  lavifli'd,  to  heaven  we  lend ; 
And  the  mifer  his  purfe-ilrings  may  draw  without  pain. 
For  what  mifer  won't  give — when  giving  is  gain  ? 

Derry  down. 

The  gamefter,  who  fits  up  whole  days  and  whole  nights^ 
To  hazard  his  health  and  his  fortune  at  White's ; 
Much  more  to  advantage  his  betts  he  may  make. 
Here,  fet  what  he  will,  he  will  double  his  Hake, 

Derry  down. 

The  fair-one,  whofe  heart  the  four  aces  controul. 
Who  fighs  for  Sans-prendre,  and  dreams  of  a  vole. 
Let  her  here  fend  a  tithe  of  her  gaiiis  at  Quadrille, 
And  (he'll  ne'er  want  a  friend — in  victorious  Spadille. 

Derry  down. 

Let  the  merchant,  who  trades  on  the  perilous  fea. 
Come  here,  and  infure,  if  from  lofs  he'd  be  free ; 
A  policy  here  from  all  danger  fecures. 
For  fafe  is  the  venture — which  heaven  infures. 

Deny  down. 


The 
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The  ftock-jobber  too  may  fubfcribe  without  fear. 
In  a  fund  which  for  ever  a  premium  muft  bearj 
Where  the  ftock  muft  ftill  rife,  and  where  Scrip  will 

prevail, 
Tho'  South-Sea,  and  India,  and  Omnium,  Ihould  fail, 

Derry  down, 

*  The  churchman  likewife  his  advantage  may  draw. 
And  here  buy  a  living,  in  fpite  of  the  law — 
In  heaven,  I  mean  ;  then,  without  any  fear. 
Let  him  purchafe  away — here's  no  fimony  here. 

Derry  down, 

+  Ye  rakes,  who  the  joys  of  Hymen  difclaim. 
And  feek,  in  the  ruin  of  virtue,  a  fame; 
You  may  here  boaft  a  triumph  confiftent  with  duty. 
And  keep,  without  guilt,  a  Seraglio  of  beauty. 

Derry  down. 

If  from  charity  then  fuch  advantages  fiovv^ 
That  you  ftill  gain  the  more — the  more  you  bcftow  ; 
Here's  the  place  will  afford  you  rich  profit  with  eafe  : 
When   the  bafon   comes   round — be  as    rich   as   you 
pleafe. 

Derry  down, 

*   Additional  fianza  for   the  annual  feaft  of  the  Sons  of  tix 
Clergy. 

I  Ditto  for  the  Magdalen  Hofpital. 

Then 
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Then  a  health  to  that  *  Patron,  whofe  grandeur  and 

ftore 
Yield  aid  and  defence  to  the  fick  and  the  poor ; 
Who  no  courtier  can  flatter,  no  patriot  can  blame : 
But,  our  prefident's  here- — or  I'd  tell  you  his  name# 

Dctry  down. 


BALLAD. 

LONG,  Roger  in  vain 
Strove  Cic'ley  to  gain. 
And  that  fomething  he  wanted  fhe  knew  5 
Yet  ftill  fhe  reply 'd, 
Firft  make  me  your  bride. 
Or — I  wilh  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

Quoth  Roger,  next  fair 

I'll  deck  out  your  hair 
With  a  top-knot,  green,  yellow,  or  blue. 

No  top-knot,  pray,  bring 

Without  the  gold- ring. 
Or — ^I  wiih  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

Together  one  day. 

When  making  of  hay. 
Pretty  Cis  on  a  haycock  he  threw  : 

His  hand  did  intrude; 

She  cry'd,  don't  be  rude. 
For — I  wifh  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

*  The  late  Duke  of  Devonshire. 

But 
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But  Roger  ftill  preft 

Her  lips  and  her  bread. 
Until  kinder  and  kinder  fhe  grew ; 

A  glance  from  her  eye 

He  faw  give  the  lye 
To—**  I  wifh  I  may  die  if  I  do." 

He  knew  what  it  meant. 

Took  looks  for  confent ; 
Then — a  fairing  prefented  to  view. 

Which  Cis  fo  amaz'd. 

She  figh'd  while  fhe  gaz'd— 
Oh  !  I  furely  Ihall  die— if  I  do. 

What  lovers  conceal 

No  mufe  fnould  reveal ; 
You  muft  fancy  then  what  did  enfue : 

Eut  ihe  no  more  cry'd, 

Firfl  make  me  your  bride. 
Or — I  v/ifh  I  may  die  if  I  do. 

Ah  !  Roger !  fays  Cis, 

A  fairing  like  this 
Cannot  fail  a  young  maid  to  fubdue  : 

No  knot  you  need  bring ; 

Ne'er  mind  the  gold-ring. 
For — I  wilh  I  may  die  if  I  do» 


Vol.  LXX.  N 
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MEN" 


I. 

T  X  7  H  E  N  Bacchus,  jolly  God,  invites 

^  ^     To  revel  in  his  ev'ning  rites. 
In  vain  his  altars  I  furround. 
Though  with  Burgundian  incenfe  crown'd  : 
No  charm  has  wine  without  the  lafs ; 
*Tis  love  gives  reliih  to  the  glafs. 

II. 

Whim  all  around,  with  jocund  glee. 
In  brimmers  toaft  their  fav'rite  (he  ; 
Though  ev'ry  nymph  my  lips  proclaim. 
My  heart  ftill  whifpers  Chloe's  name  ; 
And  thus  with  me,  by  am'rous  ftealth^ 
Still  ev'r}'  glafs  is  Chloe's  health. 


VERSES 
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ed  by  Lady  Pom  fret's  Prefent  of  fome 
iQUE  Statues  to  Oxford  ;  the  Streets 
•of   were    foolilhly   faid    to    be    pa\ed   with 

JBITES, 

IF  Oxford's  ftones,  as  Blaco  writes. 
And  Pitt  affirms,  are  Jacobites, 
That  bid  the  court  defiance ; 
How  mull  the  danger  now  increafe. 
When  ftones  are  come  from  Rome  and  Greece, 
To  form  a  grand  alliance ! 

Yet,  fprung  from  lands  of  liberty, 
Thefe  ftones  can  fure  no  Tories  be. 

Or  friends  to  the  Pretender ; 
And  Pitt  himfelf  can  ne'er  devife. 
That  Whiggifti  ftones  fhould  ever  rife 

Againft  our  faith's  Defender. 


TO     Dr.      king. 

OF  T  have  I  heard,  with  clam'rous  note, 
A  yelping  cur  exalt  his  throat 
At  Cynthia's  filver  rays ; 
So,  with  the  blaze  of  learning's  light. 
When  you,  O  King,  offend  his  fight. 
The  fpaniel  Blaco  bays. 

N    2  T  H  £ 
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THE 

BUTTERFLY      and     BEE. 

TO        F    L    A    V    I    A. 

SE  E  !  Flavia,  fee  !  that  flutt'ring  thing. 
Skim  round  yon'  flower  with  fportive  wing. 
Yet  ne'er  its  fweet  explore ; 
"V\Tiile,  wifer,  the  induftrious  Bee 
Extrafts  the  honey  from  the  tree, 

Aud  hives  the  precious  (lore. 

So  you,  with  coy,  coquettifh  art, 
Play  wanton  round  your  lover's  heart, 

Infenfible  and  free : 
Love's  balmy  blefling  would  you  try. 
No  longer  fport  a  Butterfly, 

But  imitate  the  5ee. 

VERSES, 
Diopt  in  ^Ir.  G  a  r  r  i  c  k  's  Temple  of  Shakefpeare* 

WHILE  here  to  Shakefpeare  *  Garrick  pays 
His  tributary  thanks  and  praife  ; 
Invokes  the  animated  ftone. 
To  make  the  Poet's  piind  his  own ; 

*  The  ftatue  of  Shakefpeare,  in  the  temple  dedicated  to  the 
bard  by  Mr.  Garrick,  in  his  delightfal  garden  at  Hampton, 
■vaz  she  work  of  that  able  and  iagenious  mafter,  Rou-biliac. 

That 
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That  he  each  character  may  trace 
With  humour,  dignity,  and  grace; 
And  mark,  unerring  mark,  to  men. 
The  rich  creation  of  his  pen ; 

Preferr'd  the  pray'r — the  marble  God 
Methinks  I  fee,  affenting,  nod. 
And,  pointing  to  his  laurell'd  brow. 
Cry — "  Half  this  wreath  to  you  I  owe  : 
**  Loft  to  the  ft  age,  and  loft  to  fame; 
*'  Murder'd  my  fcenes,  fcarce  known  my  najne; 
*'  Sunk  in  oblivion  and  difgrace 
**  Among  the  common,  fcribbling  race, 
*'  Unnotic'd  long  thy  Shakefpeare  lay, 
**  To  dullnefs,  and  to  time,  a  prey^ 
''  But  now  I  rife,  I  breathe,  I  live 
<*  In  you — my  reprefentative  ! 
**  Again  the  hero's  breaft  I  fire, 
*«  Again  the  tender  figh  infpire ; 
*'  Each  ftde,  again,  with  laughter  fhake, 
*'  And  teach  the  villain-heart  to  quake;" 
*^  All  this,  my  fon  !  again  I  do — 
«*  Ir— No,  my  fon !— 'Tis  I,  and  yon." 

While  thus  the  grateful  ftatue  fpeaks, 
A  blufti  o'erfpreads  the  fuppliant's  cheeks— 

"What ! — Half  this  wreath,  wit's  mighty  chief?— 
**  O  grant,"  he  cries,  **  one  fingle  leaf; 
**  That  far  o'erpays  his  humble  merit, 
**  Who's  but  the  organ  of  tliy  fpirit." 

N  3  Phoebus 
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Phoebus  the  gen'rous  conteft  heard — 
When  thus  the  God  addrefs'd  the  bard  : 
"  Here,  take  this  laurel  from  my  brow, 
**  On  him  your  mortal  wreath  beftow  ; — 
*'  Each  matchlefs,  each  the  palm  fhall  bear, 
«•  In  heav'n  the  Bard,  on  earth  the  Play'r,'* 


CUPID      BAFFLED. 

DIANA,  hunting  on  a  day. 
Beheld  where  Cupid  lleeping  lay. 
His  quiver  by  his  head  : 
One  of  his  darts  fhe  dole  away. 
And  one  of  her's  did  clofe  convey 
Into  the  other's  Head. 

When  next  the  archer  through  the  grove. 
In  fearch  of  prey,  did  wanton  rove, 

Aurelia  fair  he  'fpy'd ; 
Aurelia,  who  to  Damon's  pray'r 
Difdain'd  to  lend  a  tender  ear. 

And  Cupid's  pow'r  defy'd. 

Soon  as  he  ey'd  the  rebel  maid  ; 
'*  Now  know  my  pow'r  !"  enrag*d,  he  faid  ; 
Then  levell'd  at  her  heart : 

Full 
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Full  to  the  head  the  Ihaft  he  drew ; 
But  harmlefs  to  her  breaft  it  flew. 

For,  lo  ! — 'twas  Dian's  dart. 

Exulting,  then  the  fair-one  cry*d, 
•*  Fond  urchin,  lay  your  bow  afide ; 

*'  Your  quiver  be  unbound  : 
**  Would  you  Aurelia's  heart  fubdue, 
<*  Thy  play-thing  arrows  ne'er  will  do ; 

"  Bid  Damon  give  the  wound." 


DEATH     AND     THE    DOCTOR. 

"HP  WIXT  Death  and  Schomberg,  t'other  day. 

A       A  conteft  did  arife  ; 
Death  fwore  his  prize  he'd  bear  away  ; 
The  Dodtor,  Death  defies. 

Enrag'd  to  hear  his  pow'r  defy'd. 

Death  drew  his  keeneft  dart; 

Bi5t  wond'ring  faw  it  glance  afide. 
And  mifs  the  vital  part. 


N  4  AN 
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A    N 


OCCASIONAL    PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Powell,  at  the  Opening  of  the 
Theatre-Royal  in  Covent-Garden,  on  Monday, 
September  14,  1767. 

AS  when  the  merchant,  to  increafe  his  ftore. 
For  dubious  feas,  advent'rous  quits  the  Ihore ; 
Still  anxious  for  his  freight,  he  trembling  fees 
Rocks  in  each  buoy,  and  tempefts  in  each  breeze; 
The  curling  wave  to  mountain  billows  fwells. 
And  ev'ry  cloud  a  fancied  ftorm  foretells : 
Thus  ralhly  launch'd  on  this  theatric  main. 
Our  all  on  board,  each  phantom  gives  us  pain  ; 
The  catcall's  note  feems  thunder  in  our  ears. 
And  ev'ry  hifs  a  hurricane  appears ; 
In  journal  fquibs  we  lightning's  bkH  efpy. 
And  meteors  blaze  in  every  critic's  eye. 

Spite  of  thefe  terrors,  ftill  fome  hopes  we  view, 
Hopes,  ne'er  can  fail  us — fmce  they're  plac'd — in  you. 
Your  breath  the  gale,  our  voyage  is  fecure. 
And  fafe  the  venture  which  your  fmiles  infure ; 
Though  weak  his  (kill,  th'  advent' rer  muft  fucceed 
Where  candour  takes  th'  endeavour  for  the  deed. 
For  Brentford's  ftate,  two  kings  could  once  fuffice ; 
In  our's,  behold  !  four  kings  of  Brentford  rife  ; 

All 
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All  fmelling  to  one  nofegay's  od'rous  favour. 
The  balmy  nofegay  of — the  public  favour. 
From  hence  alone,  our  royal  funds  we  draw. 
Your  pleafure  our  fupport,  your  will  our  law. 
While. fuch  our  government,  we  hope  you'll  own  us; 
But  fhould  we  ever  tyrant  prove — dethrone  us. 

Like  brother  monarchs,  who,  to  coax  the  nation,  "j 
Began  their  reign,  with  fome  fair  proclamation,  I 
We  too  fhould  talk  at  leaf!: — of  reformation ;  J 

Declare,  that  during  our  imperial  fway. 
No  bard  fhall  mourn  his  long-neglefted  play ; 
But  then  the  play  muft  have  fome  wit,  fome  fpirit. 
And  we  allowed  fole  umpires  of  its  merit. 

For  thofe  deep  fages  of  the  judging  Pit, 
Whofe  talle  is  too  refin'd  for  modern  wit. 
From  Rome's  great  theatre  we'll  cull  the  piece. 
And  plant,  on  Britain's  ftage,  the  flow'rs  of  Greece. 

If  fome  there  are,  our  Britifh  bards  can  pleafe. 
Who  tafte  the  ancient  wit  of  ancient  days. 
Be  our's  to  fave,  from  time's  devouring  womb, 
Their  works,  and  fnatch  their  laurels  from  the  tomb. 

For  you,  ye  fair,  who  fprightlier  fcenes  may  chufc. 
Where  mufic  decks  in  all  her  airs  the  raufe. 
Gay  opera  (hall  all  its  charms  difpenfe. 
Yet  boaft  no  tuneful  triumph  over  fenfe  ; 
The  nobler  bard  fnall  ftill  aifert  his  right, 
Nor  Handel  rob  a  Shakefpeare  of  his  night. 

To 
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To  greet  their  mortal  brethren  of  our  fkies. 
Here  all  the  Gods  of  Pantomine  fhall  rife  : 
Yet  'midll  the  pomp  and  magic  of  machines. 
Some  plot  may  mark  the  meaning  of  our  fcenes ; 
Scenes  which  were  held,  in  good  King  Rich's  days. 
By  fages,  no  bad  epilogues  to  plays. 

If  terms  like  thefe  your  fuffrage  can  engage. 
To  fix  our  mimic  empire  of  the  llage  ; 
Confirm  our  title  in  your  fair  opinions. 
And  croud  each  night  to  people  our  dominions. 


VERSES 

On  converting  the  Chapel  to  a  Kitchen,  at  the  Seat  of 
the  Lord  Donneravle,  called  The  Grove,  in 
Hertfordshire. 

BY  Ovid,  among  other  wonders,  we're  told 
What  chanc'd  to  Philemon  and  Baucis  of  old  ; 
How  their  cot  to  a  temple  was  conjur'd  by  Jove, 
So  a  chapei  was  chang'd  to  a  kitchen  at  Grove. 

The  lord  of  the  m.anfion  moft  rightly  conceiting. 

His  gueits  loVd  good  pray'rs  much  lefs  than  good 

-eating ; 

And  polTefs'd  by  the  devil,  as  fome  folks  will  tell  ye. 

What   was  meant   for   the  foul,    he   afngn'd   to   the 

bellv. 

The 
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The  word  was  fcarce  giv'n — when  down  dropp'd  the 

clock. 
And  ftrait  was  feen  fix'd  in  the  form  of  a  jack  ; 
And,  fharaeful  to  tell !  pulpit,  benches,  and  pews, 
Form'd  cupboards  and  Ihelves,  for  plates,  faucepans, 

and  (lews. 
Pray'r-books  turn'd  into  platters ;  nor  think  it  a  fable, 
A  dreffer  fprung  out  of  the  communion-table ; 
Which,  inftead  of  the  ufual  repaft,  bread  and  wine. 
Is  ftor'd  with  rich  foups,  and  good  Englifli  firloin. 

No  fire,  but  what  pure  devotion  could  raife, 

'Till  now,  had  been  known  in  this  temple  to  blaze  : 

But,    good   lord !    how   the   neighbours   around   did 

admire. 
When  a  chimney  rofe  up  in  the  room  of  a  fpire! 

For  a  Jew  many  people  the  mafter  miflook, 
Whofe  Levites  were  fcullions,  his  high-prieft  a  cook  ; 
And  thought  he  defign'd  our  religion  to  alter. 
When  they  faw  the  burnt-offering  fmoke  at  the  altar. 

The  bell's  folemn  found,  that  was  heard  far  and  near. 
And  oft  rouz'd  the  chaplain  unwilling  to  pray'r. 
No  more  to  good  fermons  now  fummons  the  finner. 
But  blafphemous  rings  in — the  country  to  dinner. 

When  my  good  lord  the  bifliop  had  heard  the  ilrangc 

ftory. 
How  the  place  was  profan'dj  that  was  built  to  G — 's 

glory; 

Full 
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Full  of  zeal  he  cried  our,  "Oh,  how  impious  the  deed, 
"  To  cram  chrillians  with  pudding,  inftead   of  the 
creed  I" 

Then  away  to  the  Grove  hied  the  church's  protector, 

Refol  'ng  to  give  his  lay-brother  a  lefture; 

But  he  fcarce  had  begun,  when  he  faw,  plac*d  before 

'em, 
A  haunch  piping  hot  from  the  Sancium  SanHorum, 

"  'Troth !"  quoth  he,  "  I  find  no  great  fin  in  the  plan, 
*«  What  was  ufelefs  to  God — to  make  ufeful  to  man  : 
**  Befides,  'tis  a  true  chriftian  duty,  we  read, 
"  The  poor  and  the  hungry  with  good  things  to  feed.'' 

Then  again  on  the  walls  he  bellow 'd  confecration. 
But  referv'd  the  full  rights  of  a  free  vifitation  : 
Thus,  'tis  fl:ill  the  Lord's  houfe — only  varied  the  treat. 
Now,  there's  meat  without  grace — where  was  grace 
without  meat. 


VERSES 

On  the  Duke  of  Cumberland's  Vidory  at  Cullo- 
DEN,  in  the  Year  1746. 

AS  his  worm-eaten  volumes  old  Time  tumbled  o'er. 
To  review  the  great  adions  that  happen'd  of  yore; 
When  the  names  of  young  Ammon  and  Caefar  he  faw. 
He  to  one  oppos'd  Churchill — to  th'  other  NafTau ; 

Then 


»» 
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Then  faid,  with  a  figb,  "  What !  has  Britain  no  friend  ? 
**  With  thefe  mull  her  long  race  of  heroes  have  end  V* 
When  ftrait  a  loud  blaft  on  her  trumpet  Fame  blew. 
Which  fo  long  had  been  filent,  the  found  he   fcarce 

knew ; 
But  foon  in  his  fight  the  fwift  goddefs  appear'd. 
And,  half  out  of  breath,  cry'd — "  News,  news  I  have 

**  you  heard  ? — 
**  I  yet  have  one  hero  to  add  to  your  flora, 
**  Brave  William  has  conquered — Rebellion's  no  more 
Well  pleas'd,  in  his  annals  Time  fet  down  the  name. 
Made  the  record  authentic, — and  gave  it  to  Fame* 

VERSES 

Infcribed  on  a  Monument  called  Thf.  Tomb  qf 
Care,  in  the  Garden  of  the  late  John  Rich^ 
Efq;  at  Cowley,  in  Middlesex;  whereon  three 
beautiful  Boys  are  covering  a  funeral  Urn  v/ith  a 
Veil  of  Flowers. 

WH  Y,  bufy  boys,  why  thus  entwine 
The  flowery  veil  around  this  Ihrine  ? 
As  if,  for  halcyon  days  like  thefe. 
The  fight  too  folemn  were  to  pleafe  : 
Millaken  boys,  what  fight's  fo  fair — 
To  mortals,  as  the  Tomb  of  Care  ? 
Here  let  the  gloomy  tyrant  lie  ; 
His  urn  an  altar  fliall  fupply. 
Sacred  to  Eafe,  and  focial  Mirth  ; 
For  Care's  deceafe — is  Pleafiire's  birth. 

T  H  £ 
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EPITAPH 

(In  Letters  of  Brafs,  inferted  by  a  female  Figure  re- 
prefenting  History)  on  a  Marble  Pyramid  of  die 
Monument  of  John,  Duke  of  Argyle. 

BRITON,  behold,  if  patriot  worth  be  dear, 
A  (hrine  that  claims  thy  tributary  tear ! 
Silent  that  tongue  admiring  fenates  heard, 
Nervelefs  that  arm  oppofing  legions  fear'd  ! 
Nor  lefs,  O  Campbell !  thine  the  pow'r  to  pleafe. 
And  give  to  grandeur  all  the  grace  of  eafe. 
Long,  from  thy  life,  let  kindred  heroes  trace 
Arts  which  ennoble  ftill  the  nobleft  race. — 
Others  may  owe  their  future  fame  to  me  ; 
I  borrow  immortality  from  thee. 

Weftminfter  Abbey.  P.  Whitehead. 


VERSES 

On  the  Name,  P.  Whitehead,  fubfcribed  to  the 
above  Infcription,  being  removed  thence  fome  time 
after  the  Monument  was  erected. 

O'ER  the  tombs  as  pale  Envy  was  hov*ring  around. 
The  Manes  of  each  hallow'd  hero  to  wound; 
On  Argyle's,  when  (he  faw  only  truth  was  related 
Of  him,  whom  alive  Ihe  moll  mortally  hated. 
And  finding  the  record  adopted  by  Fame, 
In  revenge  to  the  Poet— Ihe  gnaw'd  out  his  name. 

VERSES 
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VERSES 

To  Mr.  Brooke,  on  the  Refufal  of  a  Licence  to  hh 
Play  of  GusTAvus  Vasa. 

T  T  7HILE  Athens  glory 'd  in  her  free-born  race, 

'    '      And  fcience  flourifh'd  round  her  fav'rite  place. 
The  mufe  unfetter'd  trod  the  Grecian  ftage  ; 
Free  were  her  pinions,  unreilrain'd  her  rage  : 
Bold  and  fecure  fne  aim'd  the  pointed  dart. 
And  pour'd  the  precept  poignant  to  the  heart. 
Till  dire  dominion  ilretch'd  her  lawlefs  fway. 
And  Athens'  fons  were  deftin'd  to  obey  : 
Then  firft  the  ftage  a  licens'd  bondage  knew. 
And  tyrants  quafn'd  the  fcene  they  fear'd  to  view  : 
Fair  Freedom's  voice  no  more  was  heard  to  charm. 
Or  Liberty  the  Attic  audience  warm. 

Then  fled  the  mufe,  indignant,  from  the  fbore. 
Nor  deign'd  to  dwell  where  Freedom  was  no  more : 
Vain  then,  alas  !  Ihe  fought  Britannia's  ifle, 
Charm'd  with  her  voice,  and  cheer'd  us  with  her  fmile* 
If  Gallic  laws  her  gen'rous  flight  reftrain. 
And  bind  her  captive  with  th'  ignoble  chain  ; 
Bold  and  unlicens'd,  in  Eliza's  days. 
Free  flow'd  her  numbers,  flourifh'd  fair  her  bays  ; 
O'er  Britain's  ftage  majeftic,  uncrnfin'd. 
She  tun'd  her  patriot  lelTons  to  mankind  ; 
For  mighty  heroes  ranfack'd  ev'ry  age, 
Then  beara'd  them  glorious  in  her  Shakefpeare*s  page. 

Shakefpeare'i 
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Shakefpeare's  no  more ! — loft  was  the  Poet's  name 
Till  thou,  my  friend,  my  genius,  fprung  to  fame ; 
Lur'd  by  his  laurel's  never-fading  bloom. 
You  boldly  fnatch'd  the  trophy  from  his  tomb. 
Taught  the  declining  mufe  again  to  foar. 
And  to  Britannia  gave  one  Poet  more. 

Pleas'd,  in  thy  lays  we  fee  Guftavus  live  ; 
But,  O  Guftavus!  ifthoucan'ft,  forgive. 
Britons,  more  favage  than  the  tyrant  Dane, 
Beneath  whofe  yoke  you  drew  the  galling  chain, 
Degen'rate  Britons,  by  thy  worth  difmay'd, 
Prophane  thy  glories,  and  profcribe  thy  ihadc. 


SONG. 

AS  Granville's  foft  numbers  tune  Myra's  juft  praife. 
And  Chloe  fnines  lovely  in  Prior's  fweet  lays ; 
So,  wou'd  Daphne  but  fmile,  their  example  I'd  follow. 
And,  as  (he  looks  like  Venus,  I'd  fmg  like  Apollo  : 
But,  alas !  while  no  fmiles  from  the  fair-one  infpire. 
How  languid  my  ftrains,  and  how  tunelefs  my  lyre! 

Go,  Zephyrs,  falute  in  foft  accents  her  ear. 
And  tell  how  I  languilh,  ligh,  pine,  and  defpair ; 
In  gentleft  murmurs  my  paflion  commend. 
But  whifper  it  foftly,  for  fear  you  offend  : 

For  fure,  O  ye  winds,  you  may  tell  her  my  pain  ; 

'Tis  Strephon's  to  fuffer,  but  not  to  complain. 

Wherever 
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Wherever  I  go,  or  whatever  I  do. 
Still  fomething  prefents  the  fair  nymph  to  my  view. 
If  I  traverfe  the  garden,  the  garden  ftill  Ihows 
Me  her  neck  in  the  lily,  her  lip  in  the  rofe  : 

But  with  her  neither  lily  nor  rofe  can  compare ; 

Far  fweeter's  her  lip,  and  her  bofom  more  fair. 

If,  to  vent  my  fond  anguifh,  I  (leal  to  the  grove. 
The  fpring  there  prefents  the  frefh  bloom  of  my  love; 
The  nightingale  too,  with  impertinent  noife. 
Pours   forth   her  fwect   ftrains  in   my  Syren's   fweet 
voice: 
Thus  the  grove  and  its  mufic  her  image  ftill  brings  ; 
For,  like  fpring  (he  looks  fair,  like  the  nightingale 
fings. 

If,  forfaking  the  groves,  I  fly  to  the  court. 

Where  beauty  and  fplendor  united  refort. 

Some  glimpfe  of  my  fair  in  each  charmer  I  fpy. 

In  Ps-ichmond's  fair  form,  or  in  Brudeners  bright  eye; 

But,    alas!    what   wou'd    Brudenel   or    Richmond 
appear  ? 

Unheeded  they'd  pafs,  were  m}-  Daphne  but  there. 

If  to  books  I  retire,  to  drown  my  fond  pain. 

And  dwell  over  Horace,  or  Ovid's  fweet  ftrain ; 

In  Lydia,  or  Chloe,  my  Daphne  I  find ; 

But  Chloe  was  courteous,  and  Lydia  was  kind  ; 
Like  Lydia,  or  Chloe,  wou'd  Daphne  but  prove. 
Like  Horace,  or  Ovid,  I'd  fmg  and  I'd  love. 
Vol.  LXX.  O  to 
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DR.       S     C      H     O     M     B     E     R     G, 


O    F 


BATH. 


TO  Schomberg  quoth  Death,  "  I  your  patient  will 
"  have:" 
To  Death  replied  Schomberg,  "  My  patient  I'll  fave." 
Then  Death  feiz'd  his  arrow,  the  Dodor  his  pen. 
And  each  wound  the  one  gave,  t'other  heal'd  it  again; 
'Till  Death  fwore  he  never  had  met  fuch  defiance. 
Since  he  and  the  College  had  been  in  alliance. 


C  O  Nh 
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